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PREFACE. 


C REPRINTED FROM TEE FIRST EDITION) 


Mb. Caelyle expressed a desire in his will that of him 
no biography should be written I find the same reluc- 
tance m his Journal No one, he said, was likely to 
understand a history, the secret of which was unknown 
to his closest friends He hoped that his wishes would 
be respected. 

Partly to take the place of a biography of himself, 
and partly for other reasons, he collected the letters ef 
his wife — letters which covered the whole period of his 
life m London to the date of her death, when his own 
active work was finished He prepared them for pub- 
lication, adding notes and introductory explanations, as 
the last sacred duty which remained to him m the 
world He intended it as a monument to a character 
of extreme beauty , while it would tell the public as 
much about himself as it could reasonably expect to 
learn 

These letters he placed m my hands eleven years ago, 
with materials for an Introduction which he was him- 
self unable to complete He could do no more with it, 
he said He could not make up his mind to direct 
positively the publication even of the letters themselves* 
He wished them to be published, but he left the decision 
to myself, and when I was reluctant to undertake the 
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sole responsibility, he said that, if I was m doufit when 
the time came, I might consult his brother John and 
his friend Mr, Forster 

Had he rested here, my duty would have been clear 
The collection of letters, with the Memoir of Mrs Car- 
lyle which was to form part of the Intioduetion, would 
have been considered among us, and would have been 
either published or suppressed, as we might jointly 
determine Mr Carlyle’s remaining papers would have 
been sealed up after his death, and by me at least no 
use would have been made of them 
Two years later, however, soon after he had made his 
will, Carlyle discovered that, whether he wished it or 
not, a life, or perhaps various lives, of himself would 
certainly appear when he was gone When a man has 
exercised a large influence on the minds of his contem- 
poraries, the world requires to know whether his own 
actions have corresponded with his teaching, and 
whether his moral and personal charactei entitles him 
to confidence. This is not idle curiosity , it is a legiti- 
mate demand In proportion to a man’s greatness is 
the scrutiny to which his conduct is submitted Byron, 
Bums, Scott, Shelley, Rousseau, Voltaire, G-oethe, Pope, 
Swift, are but instances, to which a hundred others 
might be added, showing that the public will not be 
satisfied without sifting the history of its men of genius 
to the last gram of fact which can be ascertained about 
them The publicity of their private lives has been, 
is, and will *be, either the reward or the penalty of tlierr 
intellectual distinction Carlyle knew that he could 
not escape. Since a c Life ’ of him there would certainly 
be, he wished it to be as authentic as possible. Besides 
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the Memoir of Mrs Carlyle, lie had written several 
others, mamly autobiographical, not distinctly to be 
punted, but with no fixed purpose that they should not 
be printed These, with his journals and the whole of 
his correspondence, he made over to me, with unfettered 
discretion to use m any way that I might think good. 

In the papers thus m my possession, Carlyle’s history, 
external and spiritual, lay out before me as m a map 
By recasting the entire material, by selecting chosen 
passages out of his own and his wife’s letters, by ex- 
hibiting the fair and beautiful side of the story only, 
it would have been easy, without suppressing a single 
material point, to draw a picture of a faultless character 
When the Devil’s advocate has said his worst against 
Carlyle, he leaves a figure still of unblemished integrity, 
purity, loftiness of purpose, and inflexible resolution 
to do right, as of a man living consciously under his 
Maker’s eye, and with his thoughts fixed on the account 
which he would have to render of his talents 

Of a person of whom malice must acknowledge so 
much as this, the puckly aspects might fairly be passed 
by m silence , and if I had studied my own comfort or 
the pleasure of my immediate readers, I should have 
produced a portrait as agreeable, and at least as faithful, 
as those of the favouied saints m the Catholic calendar 
But it would have been a porti ait without individuality 
— an ideal, or m other woids, an c idol,’ to be worshipped 
one day and thrown away the next Least of all men 
could such idealising be ventured with Carlyle, to whom 
untruth of any kind was abominable If he was to be 
known at all, he chose to be known as he was, with his 
angularities, his sharp speeches, his special peculiarities. 
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meritorious or unmentonous, precisely as they had 
actually been. He has himself laid down the con- 
ditions under which a biographer must do his work if 
he would do it honestly, without the fear of man before 
him , and m dealing with Carlyle’s own memory I have 
felt myself bound to conform to his own rule. He shall 
speak for himself, I extract a passage from his review 
of Lockhart’s * Life of Sir Walter Scott / 1 
* One thing we hear greatly blamed m Mr Lock- 
hart, that he has been too communicative, indiscreet, 
and has recorded much that ought to have lam 
suppressed. Persons are mentioned, and circum- 
stances not always of an ornamental sort. It would 
appear that there is far less reticence than was looked 
for! Various persons, name and surname, have 
" received pam” Nay, the very hero of the bio- 
graphy is rendered unheroie, unornamental facts 
of him, and of those he had to do with, being set 
forth m plain English hence " peisonality,” " indis- 
cretion,” or woise, "sanctities of private life,” &c. 
How delicate, decent, is English biography, bless its 
mealy mouth 1 A Damocles’ sword of Bespectabhty 
hangs for ever over the poor English life-writer (as 
it does over poor English life m geneial), and reduces 
him to the verge of paralysis Thus it has been 
said, "There are no English lives woith reading, 
except those of players, who, by the nature of the 
case, have bidden respectability good day” The 
English biographer has long felt that if m writing 
his biography he wrote down anything that could by 


1 Miscellanies, vol 7 p 221 sqq 
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possibility offend any man, lie had written wrong 
The plam consequence was that, properly speaking, 
no biography whatever could be produced. The poor 
biographer, having the fear not of God before his 
eyes, was obliged to retire as it were into vacuum, 
and write m the most melancholy straitened manner, 
with only vacuum for a result. Yarn that he wrote, 
and that we kept reading volume on volume. There 
was no biography, but some vague ghost of a bio- 
graphy, white, stainless, without feature or substance , 
vacuum as we say, and wind and shadow ... 01 
all the praises copiously bestowed on Mr Lockhart’s 
work there is none m reality so creditable to him as 
this same censure which has also been pretty copious 
It is a censure better than a good many praises He 
is found guilty of having said this and that, calculated 
not to be entirely pleasant to this man and that , m 
other words, calculated to give him and the thing 
he worked in a living set of features, not to leave 
him vague m the white beatified ghost condition 
Several men, as we hear, cry out, “ See, there is some- 
thing written not entirely pleasant to me * n Good 
friend, it is pity, but who can help it? They that 
will crowd about bonfires may sometimes very fairly 
get their beards singed, it is the price they pay 
for such illumination, natural twilight is safe and 
free to all For our part we hope all manner of 
biographies that are written in England will hence- 
forth be written so If it is fit that they be written 
otherwise, then it is still fitter that they be not 
written at all. To produce not things, but the 
ghosts of things, can never be the duty of man. . ♦ . 
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The biographer has this problem set before him: 
to delineate a likeness of the eaithly pilgnmage of a 
man He will compute well what piofit is m it, and 
what dispiofit , under which latter head this of 
offending any of his fellow-creatures will surely not 
be forgotten Nay, this may so swell the disprofit 
side of his account, that many an enteipuse of 
biography otherwise promising shall require to be 
renounced But once taken up, the rule befoie all 
rules is to do it, not to do the ghost of it In speak- 
ing of the man and men he has to do with, he will of 
course keep all his chanties about him, but all his 
eyes open Far be it from him to set down aught 
untrue, nay, not to abstain from, and leave m 
oblivion, much that is true But having found a 
thing or things essential for his subject, and well 
computed the for and against, he will m very deed 
set down such thing or things, nothing doubting, 
having, we may say, the fear of God before his eyes, 
and no other fear whatever Censuie the biogiaphei’s 
prudence, dissent fiom the computation he made, 
or agree with it , be all malice of his, be all falsehood, 
nay be all offensive avoidable maccuiacy condemned 
and consumed, but know that by this plan only, 
executed as was possible, could the biographei hope 
to make a biography, and blame him not that he 
did what it had been the worst fault not to do. 
* * The other censure of Scott being made un- 

heroic springs from the same stem, and is peihaps 
a still more wonderful flower of it Your true hero 
must have no features, but be a white, stainless, 
impersonal ghost hero t But connected with this. 
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there is an hypothesis now current that Mr Lockhart 
at heart has a dislike to Scott* and has done his best 
m an underhand treacherous manner to dis-heio him * 
Such hypothesis is actually current He that has 
ears may hear it now and then — on which astound- 
m g hypothesis if a word must be said* it can only be 
an apology for silence If Mr Lockhart is fairly 
chargeable with any radical defect, if on any side his 
insight entirely fails him, it seems even to be m this* 
that Scott is altogether lovely to him* that Scott’s 
greatness spreads out before him on all hands beyond 
reach of eye* that his very faults become beautiful, 
and that of his worth there is no measure 9 

I will make no comment on this passage further than 
to say that I have considered the principles here laid 
down by Carlyle to be strictly obligatory upon myself 
m dealing with his own remains The fiee judgments 
which he passed on men and things were part of him- 
self* and I have not felt myself at liberty to suppress 
them Kemarks which could injure any man — and 
very few such ever fell from Carlyle’s lips — I omit* 
except where indispensable Eemarks which are merely 
legitimate expressions of opinion I leave for the most 
part as they stand As an illustration of his own wishes 
on this subject, I may mention that I consulted him 
about a passage m one of Mrs Carlyle’s letters describ- 
ing an eminent living person Her judgment was moie 
just than flattering, and I doubted the prudence of 
printing it Carlyle merely said* c It will do him no 
harm to know what a sensible woman thought of him ’ 
As to the biography generally* I found that I could 
not myself wnte a formal Life of Carlyle within measur- 
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able compass without taking to pieces his own Memoirs 
and the collection of Mrs Carlyle’s letters , and this I 
conld not thmk it right to attempt Mr Foister and 
John Carlyle having both died, the responsibility was 
left entirely to myself A few weeks before Mr Carlyle’s 
death, he asked me what I meant to do I told him 
that I proposed to publish the Memoirs as soon as he 
was gone — those which form the two volumes of the 
4 Reminiscences.’ Afterwards I said that I would 
publish the letters about which I knew him to be most 
anxious He gave his full assent, merely ad din g that 
he trusted everything to me The Memoirs, he thought, 
had better appear immediately on his departure He 
expected that people would then be talking about him, 
and that it would be well for them to have something 
authentic to guide them* 

These points being determined, the remainder of my 
task became simplified Mrs Carlyle’s letters are a 
better history of the London life of heiself and her 
husband than could be written either by me or by anyone 
The connecting narrative is Carlyle’s own, and to meddle 
with his work would be to spoil it It was thus left to 
me to supply an account of his eaily life m Scotland, 
the greater part of which I had written while he was 
alive, and which is contained m the present volumes 
The publication of the letters will follow at no distant 
period Afterwards, if I live to do it, I shall add a 
brief account of his last years, when I was m constant 
intercourse with him 

It may be said that I shall have thus produced no 
1 Life,’ but only the materials for a 4 Life ’ That is true* 
But 1 believe that I shall have given, notwithstanding, 
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a real picture as far as it goes , and an adequate estim- 
ate of Carlyle’s work m this world is not at present 
possible He was a teacher and a prophet m the Jewish 
sense of the word The prophecies of Isaiah and 
Jeremiah have become a part of the permanent spiritual 
inheritance of mankind, because events proved that 
they had interpreted correctly the signs of their own 
times, and their prophecies were fulfilled Carlyle, like 
them, believed that he had a special message to deliver 
to the present age Whether he was correct in that 
belief, and whether his message was a true message, 
remains to be seen He has told us that our most 
cherished ideas of political liberty, with their kindred 
corollaries, are mere illusions, and that the progress 
which has seemed to go along with them is a pi ogress 
towards anarchy and social dissolution If he was 
wrong, he has misused his powers The principles of 
his teaching are false He has offered himself as a guide 
upon a road of which he had no knowledge , and his own 
desire for himself would be the speediest oblivion both 
of his person and his works If, on the other hand, he 
has been right , if, like his great predecessors, he has 
read truly the tendencies of this modern age of ours, 
and his teaching is authenticated by facts, then Carlyle, 
too, will take his place among the inspired seeis, and 
he will shine on, another fixed star m the intellectual 
sky 

Time only can show how this will be • 

apfpcu i7n\ot7roi paprvpsg aotpioraroi 
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CHAPTER I. 

The eiver Annan, rising above Moffat m Hartfell, 
descends from the mountains through a valley gradually 
widening and spreading out, as the fells are left 
behind, into the nch and well-cultivated district known 
as Annandale Picturesque and broken m the upper 
part of its course, the stream, when it leaches the 
level country, steals slowly among meadows and 
undulating wooded hills, till at the end of forty miles 
it falls into the Solway at Annan town Annandale, 
famous always for its pasturage, suffered especially 
before the union of the kingdoms from border forays, 
the effects of which were long to be traced m a certain 
wildness of disposition m the inhabitants Dumfries- 
shire, to which it belongs, was sternly Cameroman 
Stories of the persecutions survived m the farmhouses 
as their most treasured historical traditions* Cameio- 
man* congregations lingered till the beginning of the 
present century, when they merged m other bodies of 
seceders from the established religion 
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In its hard fight for spiritual freedom Scotch Pro- 
testantism lost respect for kings and nobles, and looked 
to Christ rather than to earthly rulers, but before 
the Reformation all Scotland was clannish or feudal , 
and the Dumfnesshire yeomanry, like the rest, were 
organised under gieat nobles, whose pennon they 
followed, whose name they bore, and the remotest 
kindred with whom, even to a tenth generation, they 
were proud to claim Among the families of the 
western border the Carlyles were not the least dis- 
tinguished They were originally English, and were 
called probably after Carlisle town They came to 
Annandale with the Bruces m the time of David the 
Second A Sir John Carlyle was created Lord Carlyle 
of Torthorwald m reward for a beating which he had 
given the English at Annan Michael, the fourth lord, 
signed the Association Bond among the Protestant 
lords when Queen Mary was sent to Lochleven, being 
the only one among them, it was observed, who could 
not write his name Their work was rough They 
were rough men themselves, and with the change of 
times their lmpoitance declined The title lapsed, the 
estates were dissipated m lawsuits, and by the middle 
of the last century nothing remained of the Cailyles 
but one or two households m the neighbourhood of 
Burnswark who had inherited the name either through 
the adoption by their forefathers of the name of their 
leader, or by some descent of blood which had trickled 
down through younger sons 1 

1 When Carlyle became famous, a Dumfries antiquary traced bis 
ancestry with apparent success through ten generations to the first Lord 
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In one of these families, m a house which his father, 
who was a mason, had built with his own hands, 
Thomas Carlyle was born on December 4, 1795 
Ecclefechan, where his father lived, is a small market 
town on the east side of Annandale, six miles inland 
from the Solway, and about sixteen on the great 
north road from Carlisle 1 It consists of a single 
street, down one side of which, at that time, ran an 
open brook The aspect, like that of most Scotch 
towns, is cold, but clean and orderly, with an air of 
thrifty comfort The houses are plain, that m which 
the Carlyles lived alone having pretensions to origin- 
ality In appearance one, it is really double, a 
central arch dividing it. James Carlyle, Thomas 
Carlyle’s father, occupied one part His brother, 
who was his partner m his trade, lived m the other 

Of their ancestors they knew nothing beyond the 
second generation Tradition said that they had been 
long settled as farmers at Burrens, the Roman station 
at Middlebie (two miles from Ecclefechan) One of 
them, it was said, had been unjustly hanged on pre- 
text of border cattle-stealing The case was so cruel 
that the farm had been given as some compensation to 
the widow, and the family had continued to possess it 
till their title was questioned, and they were turned 

Torthorwald There was much laughter about it in the house in 
Cheyne Row, but Carlyle was inclined to think on the whole that the 
descent was real 

1 The usually received etymology of Ecclefechan is that it is the same 
as Kirkfeehan, Church of St Fechanus, an Irish saint supposed to have 
come to Annandale m the seventh century , but Fechan is a not unusual 
termination m "Welsh, and means * small,’ as m Llanfairfechan 

1 — 2 
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out, by the Duke of Queensbeiry Whethei this story 
■was true or not, it is certain that James Carlyle’s 
grandmother lived at Middlebie m extieme poverty, 
and that she died m the early part of the last eentuiy, 
leaving two sons Thomas, the elder, was a carpentei, 
worked foi some time at Lancaster, came home aftei- 
wards, and saw the Highlandeis pass through Eccle- 
fechan in 1745 on then way to England Leaving his 
trade, he settled at a small farm called Brownknowe, 
near Bumswark Hill, and, marrying a certain Maiv 
Gillespie, produced four sons and two daughters Of 
these sons James Carlyle was the second The house- 
hold life was m a high degiee disoiderly Old Thomas 
Carlyle was formed after the bordei type, more given 
to fighting and wild adventure than to patient in- 
dustry f He did not drink,’ his grandson says, * but 
he was a fieiy man, irascible, indomitable, of the 
toughness and springiness of steel An old maiket 
brawl, called Ecclefechan dog-fight, in which he was 
a pnncipal, survives m tiadition to this day’ 1 He 
was proud, poor, and discontented, leaving his family 
for the most part to shift for themselves They were 
often without food or fuel ; his sons were dressed m 
breeks made mostly of leather 

They had to sci amble (Carlyle says seiaffie) for their very 
clothes and food They knit, they thatched for hue, they 
hunted My father tried all these things almost m boyhood 
Every dale and burngate and cleugh of that district he had 
tiaversed seeking hares and the like He used to talk of 
these pilgrimages Once I lemember his gun-flint was tied 

1 This, it should be said, was -written sixty years ago 
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on with, a hatband He was a real hunter like a wild Indian 
from necessity The hare’s flesh was food Haresbns at 
sixpence each would accumulate into the purchase money of 
a coat His hunting yeaiswere not useless to him Miseiy 
was early training the lugged boy into a stoic, that one day 
he might be the assuiance of a Scottish man 

* Travelling tinkers/ 6 Highland drovers/ and such 
like were occasional guests at Brownknowe c Sandy 
Macleod, a pensioned soldier who had served under 
Wolfe, lived m an adjoining cottage, and had stories 
to tell of his adventures 5 Old Thomas Carlyle, not- 
withstanding his rough, careless ways, was not without 
cultivation He studied ‘ Anson’s Voyages/ and m his 
old age, strange to say, when his sons were gi owing 
into young men, he would sit with a neighbour over 
the fire, reading, much to their scandal, the * Arabian 
Nights 5 They had become, James Carlyle especially, 
and his brother through him, serious lads, and they 
were shocked to see two old men occupied on the edge 
of the giave with such idle vanities 

Religion had been mtioduced into the house thiough 
another singular figure, John Orr, the schoolmaster of 
Hoddam, who was also by trade a shoemaker School- 
mastering m those days fell to persons of clever lnegular 
habits, who took to it from taste paitly, and also because 
other forms of business did not answer with them Orr 
was a man of strong pious tendencies, but was given to 
dnnk He would disappear for weeks into pothouses, and 
then come back to his friends shattered and remorseful 
He, too, was a friend and visitor at Brownknowe, 
teaching the boys by day, sleeping m the room with them 
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at night, and discussing arithmetical problems with 
their father From him James Carlyle gained such 
knowledge as he had, part of it a knowledge of the Bible, 
which became the guiding pnnciple of his life The 
effect was soon visible on a remarkable occasion While 
he was still a boy, he and three of his companions had 
met to play cards There was some disagreement 
among them, when James Carlyle said that they were 
fools and worse for quarrelling over a probably sinful 
amusement They threw the cards into the fire, and 
perhaps no one of the four, certainly not James Carlyle, 
ever touched a card again Hitherto he and his brother 
had gleaned a subsistence on the skirts of settled life. 
They were now to find an entrance into regular occupa- 
tion James Carlyle was bom m 1757 In 1773, when 
he was sixteen, a certain William Brown, a mason from 
Peebles, came into Annandale, became acquainted with 
the Carlyles, and married Thomas Carlyle’s eldest 
daughter Fanny He took her brothers as apprentices, 
and they became known before long as the most skilful 
and diligent workmen in the neighbourhood. James, 
though not the eldest, had the strongest character, and 
guided the rest £ They were noted for their brotherly 
affection and coherence’ They all prospered They 
were noted also for their hard sayings, and it must be 
said also, in their early manhood, for ‘ hard stukmgs ’ 
They were warmly liked by those near them; £ by 
those at a distance they were viewed as something 
dangerous .to meddle with, something not to be 
meddled with * 

James Carlyle never spoke with pleasure of his young 
days, regarding them ‘ as days of folly, perhaps sinful 
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days ; 5 but it was well known that he was strictly 
tempeiate, pure, abstemious, prudent, and industrious 
Feared he was fiom his promptness of hand, hut never 
aggressive, and using his strength only to put down 
rudeness and violence On one occasion , 5 says Carlyle, 
c a huge peasant was rudely insulting and defying the 
party my father belonged to The other quailed, and 
he bore it till he could bear it no longer, but clutched 
his rough adversary by the two flanks, swung him with 
ireful force round m the air, hitting his feet against 
some open door, and hurled him to a distance, supine, 
lamed, vanquished, and utterly humbled He would 
say of such things, “ I am wae to think of it 55 — wae 
from repentance Happy he who has nothing worse to 
repent of T 5 

The apprenticeship over, the brothers began work 
on their own account, and with marked success , James 
Cailyle taking the lead He built, as has been already 
said, a house for himself which still stands m the street 
of Ecclefechan His brotheis occupied one part of it, he 
himself the other , and his father, the old Thomas, life 
now wearing out, came m from Biownknowe to live 
with them James, peihaps the others, but James 
decisively, became an avowedly religious man He had 
a maternal uncle, one Robert Biand, whose advice and 
example influenced him m this matter Brand was a 
* vigorous religionist , 5 of strict Piesbyterian type From 
him James Carlyle leeeived a definite faith, and made 
his profession as a c Buigher , 5 a seceding sect which 
had separated from the Establishment as insufficiently 
m earnest for them They had their humble meet- 
ing-house, c thatched with heath , 5 and for minister a 
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certain John Johnstone, from whom Carlyle himself 
learned afterwards his first Latin , * the pnestliest man/ 
he says, ‘ I ever under any ecclesiastical guise was 
privileged to look upon ’ 

This peasant union, this little heath-thatched house, this 
simple evangelist, together constituted pioptrly the 4 church ’ 
ot that distnct , they were the blessmg and the saving of 
many , on me too their pious heaven-sent influences still rest 
and live There was in those days a ‘ teacher of the people * 
He sleeps not far from my father who built his monument 
m the Ecclefechan churchyard, the Teacher and the Taught* 
Blessed, I again say, are the dead that die in the Lord 

In 1791, having then a house of his own, James 
Cailyle married a distant cousin of the same name, 
Janet Carlyle They had one son, John, and then she 
died of fever Her long fair hair, winch had been cut 
off m her illness, remained as a memonal of her m a 
drawer, mto which the children afterwards looked with 
wondenng awe Two years after the husband married 
again Margaret Aitken, f a woman/ says Carlyle, * of to 
me the fanest descent, that of the pious, the just, and 
the wise 9 Her character will unfold itself as the stoiy 
goes on Thomas Cailyle was her first child, bom 
December 4, 1795 , she lived to see him at the height 
of his fame, known and honoured wherever the English 
language was spoken To her care c for body and soul * 
he never ceased to say that ‘ he owed endless gratitude 1 
After Thomas came eight others, three sons and five 
danghteis, one of whom, Janet, so called after the first 
wife, died when she was a few months old 
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The family was prosperous, as Ecclefechan working 
life understood piospeuty. In one year, his best, James 
Carlyle made m his business as much as 10 01 At 
worst he earned an artisan’s substantial wages, and was 
thnfty and prudent The children, as they passed out 
of infancy, ran about barefoot, but were othei wise cleanly 
clothed, and fed on oatmeal, milk, and potatoes Our 
Cailyle learned to read from his mother too eaily for 
distinct remembiance, when he was five his father 
taught him arithmetic, and sent him with the other 
village boys to school Like the Carlyles generally he 
had a violent temper John, the son of the first 
marriage, lived usually with his grandfather, but came 
occasionally to visit his parents Carlyle’s earliest 
recollection is of throwing his little brown stool at his 
brother m a mad passion of rage, when he was scarcely 
more than two years old, breaking a leg of it, and 
' feeling for the fiist time the united pangs of loss and 
remorse’ The next impression which most affected 
him was the small round heap under the sheet upon a 
bed where his little sister lay dead Death, too, he 
made acquaintance with m another memorable form 
His father’s eldest brother John died ‘ The day befoie 
his funeial, an ill-behaving servant wench lifted the 
coveilid from off his pale ghastly befilleted head to 
show it to some crony of hers, unheeding of the child 
who was alone with them, and to whom the sight gave 
a new pang of horror ’ The grandfather followed next, 
closing finally his Anson and his c Arabian Nights’ 
He had a brother whose adventures had been remark- 
able Francis Carlyle, so he was called, had been 
apprenticed to a shoemaker He, too, when his time 
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was out, had gone to England, to Bristol among other 
places, where he fell into drink and gambling. He lost 
all his money, one morning after an orgie he flung 
himself desperately out of bed and broke his leg 
When he recovered he enlisted in a brig of war, distin- 
guished himself by special gallantly m suppoitmg his 
captain m a mutiny, and was rewarded with the com- 
mand of a Solway revenue cutter After many years of 
rough creditable seivice he letired on half-pay to his 
native village of Middlebie There had been some 
family quarrel, and the brothers, though living close to 
one another, had held no intercourse They were both 
of them above eighty yeais of age The old Thomas 
being on his death-bed, the sea captain’s heart relented 
He was a grim, broad, fierce-lookmg man , ‘piototype 
of Smollett’s Trunnion 9 Being too unwieldy to walk, 
he was brought into Ecclefechan m a cart, and earned 
m a chair up the steep stairs to his dying bother’s 
100m There he remained some twenty minutes, and 
came down again with a face which printed itself m 
the little Carlyle’s memory They saw him no more, 
and after a brief interval the old generation had 
disappeared 

Amidst such scenes our Carlyle struggled through 
his early boyhood 

It was not a joyful life (he says) , what life is ? yet a safe 
and quiet one, above most others, or any other I have wit- 
nessed, a wholesome one We were taciturn rather than 
talkative, but if little was said that little had generally a 
meaning 

More remarkable man than my father I have never met in 
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my journey through life , sterling sincerity m thought, 
word, and deed, most quiet, but capable of blazing into 
whirlwinds when needful, and such a flash of just insight 
and biief natural eloquence and emphasis, true to every 
feature of it as I have never known in any other Humoui 
of a most grim Scandinavian type he occasionally had , wit 
rarely or never — too serious for wit — my excellent mother 
with peihaps the deepei piety in most senses had also the 
most sport No man of my day, or hardly any man, can 
have had better parents 

The Sunday services in Mr Johnstone’s meeting- 
house were the events of the week The congiegation 
were ‘ Dissenters’ of a marked type, some of them 
coming from as far as Carlisle, another party, and 
among these at times a little eager boy, known after- 
wards as Edward Irving, appearing regularly from 
Annan, c their streaming plaids in wet weather hanging 
up to dnp ’ 

A man (Carlyle wrote m 1866 ) who awoke to the belief 
that he actually had a soul to be saved or lost was apt 
to be found among the Dissenting people and to have 
given up attendance at Kirk All dissent m Scotland is 
merely stricter adherence to the National Kirk in all points 
Veiy venerable are those old Secedei clergy to me now when 
I look back Most figures of them in my time were hoary 
old men , men so like evangelists in modern vesture and 
i poor scholars and gentlemen of Christ’ I have nowheie 
met with among Protestant or Papal cleigy m any countiy 
m the world That poor temple of my childhood is ruoie 

sacred to me than the biggest cathedral then extant could 
have been , rude, rustic, bare, no temple m the world was 
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more so, but there were sacred lambencies, tongues of 
authentic flame which kindled what was best m one, what 
has not yet gone out Strangely vivid, are some twelve or 
twenty of those old faces whom I used to see every Sunday, 
whose names, employments 01 piecise dwelling places 1 
nevei knew, but whose portxaits aie yet clear to mo as m a 
mirror 

Their heavy-laden, patient, ever attentive faces, fallen 
solitary most of them, childien all away, wife away for ever, 
or, it might be, wife still there and constant like a shadow 
and giown very like the old man, the thiifty cleanly poverty 
of these good people, their well saved coarse old clothes, 
tailed waistcoats down to mid-thigh — all this I occasionally 
see as with eyes sixty or sixty-five years off, and hear the 
very voice of my mother upon it, whom sometimes I would 
be questioning about these persons of the diama and 
endeavouring to describe and identify them 

Of one of these woishippeis m the Ecclefechan 
meeting-house, ‘tall, straight, veiy dean always, brown 
as mahogany, with a beaid white as snow,’ Carlyle tells 
the following anecdote — 

Old David Hope [that was his name] lived on a little faim 
close by Solway shore, a mile or two east of Annan — a wet 
country with late harvests which are sometimes incredibly 
difficult to save — ten days continuously pouring, then a day, 
perhaps two days, of di ought, part of them, it may he, of 
loaung wind , during which the moments are golden for 
you, and peihaps you had better woik all night as presently 
there will be deluges again David’s stuff, one such morning, 
was all standing dry, ready to be saved still if he stood to 
it, which was much his intention Breakfast, wholesome 
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hasty porridge, was soon over, and next in course came family 
woiship, what they call taking the book, % e taking youi 
Bibles, psalm and chapter always paxt of the service David 
was putting on his spectacles when somebody rushed in 
* Such a raging wind lisen will drive the stooks (shocks) 
into the sea if let alone ’ ‘ Wind T ’ answered David 
‘Wind canna get ae stiaw that has been appointed mine 
Sit down and let us worship God.’ 
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CHAPTER II. 

A D 1805 MT 10. 

Eduoahon is a passion m Scotland. It is the pride 
of every honourable peasant, if he has a son of any 
promise, to give him a chance of nsmg as a scholar. 
As a child Carlyle could not have failed to show that 
there was something unusual m him The school- 
mastei m Ecclefechan gave a good account of his 
progress m ‘figures 5 The minister reported favour- 
ably of his Latin * I do not grudge thee thy schooling, 
Tom/ his father said to him one day, *now that thy 
uncle Frank owns thee a better arithmetician than 
himself 5 It was decided that he should go to Annan 
Grammar School, and thence, if he prospered, to the 
University, with final outlook to the ministry 

He was a shy thoughtful boy, shrinking generally 
from rough companions, but with the hot temper of 
his race. His mother, naturally anxious for him, and 
fearing perhaps the family tendency, extracted a 
promise before parting with him that he would never 
return, a blow, and, as might be expected, his first 
experiences of school were extremely miserable. Boys 
of genius are never well received by the common 
flock, and escape persecution only when they are able 
to defend themselves 

* Sartor Re^artus is generally mythic, but parts 



ANNAN SCHOOL 


IS 

are historical, and among them the account of the 
first launch of Teufelsdrockh mto the Hmterschlag 
Gymnasium Hmterschlag (smite behind) is Annan 
Thither, leaving home and his mother’s side, Carlyle 
was taken by his father, being then in his tenth year, 
and ‘ fluttering with boundless hopes,’ at Whitsuntide, 
1805, to the school which was to be his first step into 
a higher life 

Well do I remember (says Teufelsdrockh) the red sunny 
Whitsuntide moimng when, trotting full of hope by the side 
of Father Andreas, I entered the main street of the place 
and saw its steeple clock (then staking eight) and Schuld- 
thurm (jail) and the aproned or disaproned Burghers moving 
in to breakfast , a httle dog, in mad terror, was rushing past, 
foi some human imps had tied a tin kettle to its tail, fib 
emblem of much that awaited myself in that mischievous 
den Alas ! the kind beech lows of Entepfuhl (Ecclefechan) 
were hidden m the distance I was among strangers harshly, 
at best mdiffeiently, disposed to me , the young heart felt 
for the first time quite orphaned and alone . My school- 
fellows were boys, mostly rude boys, and obeyed the impulse 
of rude nature which bids the deei-herd fall upon any stricken 
hart, the duck-flock put to death any broken-winged brothei 
01 sister, and on all hands the strong tyrannise over the 
weak 


Carlyle retained to the end of his days a painful and 
indeed resentful recollection of these school experiences 
of his ‘This,’ he said of the passage just quoted 
from** Sartor,’ * is true, and not half the truth ’ 

He had obeyed his mother’s injunctions He had 
courage m plenty to resent ill usage, but his promise 



i6 LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE 

was sacred He was passionate, and often, probably, 
violent, but fight he would not, and every one who 
knows English and Scotch life mil understand what 
his fate must have been One consequence was a 
near escape from drowning The boys had all gone 
to bathe, the lonely child had stolen apart from the 
rest, where he could escape from being toimented He 
found himself m a deep pool which had been dug out 
for a dock and had been filled with the tide The 
mere accident of someone passing at the time saved 
him At length he could bear his condition no longer , 
he turned on the biggest bully m the school and funouslj 
kicked him ; a battle followed m which he was beaten , 
but he left maiks of his fists upon his adversaiy, which 
were not forgotten. He taught his companions to fear 
him, if only like Brasidas’s mouse He was peisecuted 
no longer, but he earned away bittei and angiy 
recollections of what he had borne, which were never 
entirely obliterated 

The teaching which Carlyle received at Annan, he 
says, * was limited, and of its kind only moderately 
good Latin and French I did get to read with 
fluency Latin quantity was left a frightful chaos, 
and I had to learn it afterwards, some geometry 
Algebra, arithmetic tolerably well Vague outlines of 
geography I learnt, all the books I could get were 
also devoured Greek consisted of the alphabet 
merely 9 

Elsewhere m a note I find the following account of 
his fust teaching and school experience — 

My mother (wiites Carlyle, in a series of brief notes upon 
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his early life) had taught me reading I never lemember 
when Tom Donaldson’s school at Ecclefechan — aseveiely- 
conect kind of man Tom from Edinburgh—' went after- 

wards to Manchester , I never saw his face again, though I 
still remember it well as always meny and kind to me, 
though to the undeserving severe The school then stood 
at Hoddam Knk Sandie Beattie, subsequently a Burgher 
minister at Glasgow, I well remember examining me He 
reported me complete m English, age then about seven 
that I must go to Latin or waste my time Latin accoidingly, 
with what enthusiasm ! But the schoolmaster did not him- 
self know Latin I giadually got altogether swamped and 
bewildered undei him Reverend Mr Johnstone, of Eccle- 
fechan, or rathei first his son, home from college, and akeady 
teaching a nephew or a cousm, had to take me in hand, and 
once pulled afloat I made lapid and suie way 

In my tenth year I was sent to the grammar school at 
Annan May 26, a bright sunny morning — Whit-Monday — 
which I still vividly remember, I trotting at my fathei’s side 
m the way alluded to in 4 Sartor ’ It was a blight morning, 
and to me full of moment — of flutteimg, boundless hopes, 
saddened by parting with mother, with home, and which 
afterwaids were ciuelly disappointed 

* Sartor ’ is not to be trusted m details Greek consisted 
of the Alphabet mainly Hebiew is a Geiman entity 1 No- 
body in that region except old Mr Johnstone could have 
read a sentence of it to save his life I did get to read Latin 
and French with fluency — Latin quantity was left a frightful 
chaos, and I had to learn it afteiwaids Some geometry, 
algebra, arithmetic thoroughly well, vague outlines of geo- 
graphy, I did learn , all the books I could get were also 
devoured Mythically true is what ‘Sartor’ says of my 

1 Alluding to a German biography m which Carlyle was said to have 
learnt Hebrew 
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schoolfellows, and not) half the truth Unspeakable is the 
damage and defilement I got out of those coaise unguided 
tyrannous cubs, especially till I molted against them and 
gave stioke for stioke, as my pious mother, m hei great love 
of peace and of my best mtuests, spiritually chiefly, had 
lmpiudently foibidden me to do One way and anotha I 
had never been so wretched as heie m that school, and the 
fust two yeais of my time m it still count among the miser- 
able of my life Academia 1 High School Instructors of 
Youth ! Oh, ye unspeakable 1 

Of holidays we hear nothing, though holidays there 
must have been at Christmas and Midsummer, httle 
also of school friendships or amusements For the last, 
m such shape as could have been found m boys of his 
class m Annan, Cailyle could have had little interest 
He speaks warmly of his mathematical teacher, a 
certain Mi Morley, from Cumbeiland , ( whom he loved 
much, and who taught him well 5 He had formed a 
comradeship with one or two boys of his own age, who 
were not entirely uncongenial to him , but only one 
incident is preserved which was of real moment In 
his third school year Carlyle first consciously saw Edwaid 
Irving living’s family lived m Annan He had him- 
self been at the school, and had gone thence to the 
University of Edmbui gh He had distinguished himself 
there, gained prizes, and was otheiwise honourably 
spoken of Annan, both town and school, was proud of 
the* brilliant lad that they had produced , and Irving 
one day looked m upon the class room, the masters out 
of compliment attending him * He was scrupulously 
dressed, black coat, tight pantaloons, in the fashion of 
the day, and looked very neat, self-possessed, and 
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amiable; a flourishing slip of a youth with coal-black 
hair, swarthy cleai complexion, very straight on his feet, 
and, except for the glaring squint, decidedly handsome 9 
The boys listened eagerly as he talked in a free airy 
way about Edinburgh and its professors A University 
man who has made a name for himself is infinitely 
admirable to younger ones, he is not too far above 
them to be comprehensible They know what he has 
done, and they hope distantly that they too one day 
may do the like Of course Irving did not distinguish 
Carlyle He walked through the rooms and disappeared 

The Hmterschlag Gymnasium was over soon after, 
and Carlyle’s future career was now to be decided on 
The Ecclefechan family life was not favourable to dis- 
plays of precocious genius Vanity was the last quality 
that such a man as James Cailyle would encourage, and 
there was a severity m his manner which effectively 
repressed any disposition to it 

We had all to complain (Carlyle says) that we dared not 
freely love our fathei His heart seemed as if walled m 
My mothei has owned to me that she could never undeistand 
him, and that hei affection and admiration of him were 
obstiucted It seemed as if an atmosphere of fear lepelled 
us fiom him, me especially My heait and tongue played 
freely with my mothei He had an an of deepest gravity 
and even sternness He had the most entire and open con- 
tempt for idle tattle — what he called clatter Any talk that 
had meaning m it he could listen to , what had no meaning 
m it, above all what seemed false, he absolutely could not 
and would not hear, but abruptly turned from it Long 
may we remembei his 4 1 don’t believe thee , ’ his tongue- 
paralysing cold indifferent ‘ Hah ’ 
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Besides fear } Carlyle, as lie grew older, began to ex- 
perience a certain awe of bis fathei as of a person of 
altogether supenoi qualities. 

None of us (be writes) will ever forget that bold glowing 
style of his, flowing fiee from the untutoied soul, full of 
metaphor, though he knew not what metaphor was, with all 
manner of potent words which he appropriated and applied 
with surpnsing accuracy — buef, eneigetic, com eying the 
most pei feet pictuie, definite, clear, not m ambitious colouis, 
but m full white sunlight Emphatic I have heard him 
beyond all men In anger he had no need of oaths , his 
woids weie like sharp arrows that smote into the veiy heait 

Such a father may easily have been alarming, and 
slow to gam his children’s confidence He had silently 
observed his little Tom, however The reports from 
the Annan masters weie all favourable, and when the 
question rose what was to be done with him, he inclined 
to venture the Univei sity The wise men of Ecclefechan 
shook then heads c Educate a boy,’ said one of them, 
‘and he glows up to despise his ignoiant parents’ 
Others said it was a risk, it was waste of money, theie 
was a large family to be provided for, too much must 
not be spent upon one, &c James Cailyle had seen 
something m his boy’s character which showed him 
that the risk, if risk there was, must be encountered , 
anjl to Edinburgh it was decided that Tom should go 
and be made a scholar of. 

To English ears university hfe suggests splendid 
buildings, luxurious rooms, rich endowments as the 
reward of successful industry , as students, young men 
between nineteen and twenty-three with handsome 
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allowances, spending each of them on an average double 
the largest income which James Carlyle had earned in 
any year of his life Universities north of the Tweed 
had m those days no money prizes to offer, no fellow- 
ships and scholarships, nothing at all but an education 
and a discipline m poverty and self-denial The lads 
who went to them were the children, most of them, of 
parents as poor as Carlyle’s father They knew at what 
a cost the expense of sending them to college, relatively 
small as it was, could be afforded , and they went with 
the fixed purpose of making the very utmost of their 
time Five months only of each year they could remain 
m their classes , for the rest of it they taught pupils 
themselves, or worked on the farm at home to pay for 
their own learning 

Each student, as a rule, was the most piomismg 
member of the family to which he belonged, and 
extraordinary confidence was placed m them They 
were sent to Edinburgh, G-lasgow, or wherever it 
might be, when they were mere boys of fourteen. 
They had no one to look after them either on their 
journey or when they came to the end They walked 
from their homes, being unable to pay for coach-hire. 
They entered their own names at the college They 
found their own humble lodgings, and were left en- 
tirely to their own capacity for self-conduct The 
earners brought them oatmeal, potatoes, and salt 
butter from the home farm, with a few eggs occa- 
sionally as a luxury With their thnfty habits they 
required no other food In the return cart their 
linen went back to their mothers to be washed and 
mended Poverty protected them from temptations 
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to vicious amusements They formed their economical 
friendships , they shared their breakfasts and their 
thoughts, and had their clubs for convex sation or dis- 
cussion When term was ovex they walked home m 
parties, each distnct having its little knot belonging 
to it, and known along the roads as University 
scholars, they were assured of entertainment on the way 

As a training m self-dependence no better education 
could have been found m these islands If the teach- 
ing had been as good as the discipline of charactei, 
the Scotch universities might have competed with the 
world The teaching was the weak part There were 
no funds, either m the colleges or with the students, 
to provide personal instruction as at Oxford and 
Cambridge The professors were individually excel- 
lent, but they had to teach laige classes, and had no 
leisure to attend paiticularly to this or that piomismg 
pupil The universities were oppoitumtics to boys 
who were able to take advantage of them, and that 
was all 

Such was the life on which Cailyle was now to enter, 
and such were the cncum^tances of it It was the 
November term 1809 He was to be fourteen on the 
fourth of the approaching December Edinburgh 
is nearly one hundred miles from Ecclefechan He 
was to go on foot like the rest, under the guaidianship 
of a boy named ‘Tom Small/ two or three years his 
senior, who had already been at college, and was held, 
therefore* to be a sufficient protector 

How strangely vivid (he says m 1866), how remote and 
wonderful, tinged with the hues of far-off love and sadness t 
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is that journey to me now after fifty-seven years of time T 
My mother and father walking with me m the daik frosty 
November morning through the village to set us on our way , 
iny dear ever loving mother, her tremulous affection, my &c 

‘ Tom Small * was a poor companion, very innocent, 
very conceited, an indifferent scholar Carlyle m his 
own mmd had a small opinion of him The journey 
over the moors was a weary one, the elder lad stalking 
on generally ahead, whistling an Irish tune, the 
younger ‘given up to his bits of reflections m the 
silence of the hills 5 Twenty miles a day the boys 
walked, by Moffat and over Airock Stane They 
reached Edinburgh early one afternoon, got a lodging 
m Simon Square, got dinner, and sallied out again 
that ‘ Palmurus Tom 5 might give the novice a glance 
of the gieat city The scene so entnely new to him 
left an impression on Carlyle which remained distinct 
after more than half a century 

The novice mmd (he says) was not excessively astonished 
all at once, but kept its eyes open and said nothing What 
streets we went through I don’t the least recollect, but have 
some faint image of St Giles’s High Kirk, and of the Lucken 
booths theie with their stiange little ms and outs and eagei 
old women m miniature shops, of combs, shoe-laces, and 
trifles , still famter image, if any, of the sublime hoise statue 
m Parliament Square hard by , dnectly after which Small, 
audaciously, so I thought, pushed open a door fiee to all the 
world and dragged me m with him to a scene which I have 
never forgotten An immense hall dimly lighted from the 
top of the walls, and peihaps with candles burning m it here 
and theie, all m strange chiaioscuro, and filled with what T 
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thought exaggeratively a thousand or two of human creatures, 
all astir m a boundless buzz of talk, and simmeung about m 
eveiy duection — some solitary, some m groups By degrees 
I noticed that some were m wig and black gown, some not, 
but m common clothes, all well-diessed , that here and theie 
on the sides of the hall were little thrones with enclosures 
and steps leading up, led velvet figures sitting m said 
thrones, and the black-gowned eagerly speaking to them , 
advocates pleading to judges as I easily understood How 
they could be heard m such a grinding dm was somewhat a 
mysteiy Higher up on the walls, stuck theie like swallows 
m then nests, sate other humbler figures , these I found 
weie the sources of certain wildly plangent lamentable kinds 
of sounds, or echoes, which from time to tune pierced the 
universal noise of feet and voices, and rose unintelligibly 
above it as in the bitterness of incurable woe erieis of the 
court I gradually came to undeistand And tins was Themis 
m her 15 outei house , ’ such a scene of chaotic dm and huily- 
buily as I had nevei figuied before It seems to me that 
theie were four times oi ten times as many people m that 
‘outer house’ as theie now usually aie , and doubtless theie 
is something of fact m this, such have been the cui bailments 
and abatements of law piaotice m the head eouits since then, 
and transfeience of it to county jurisdiction Last time I 
was m that outer house (some six or seven years ago m 
broad daylight) it seemed like a place fallen asleep, fallen 
almost dead 

Notable figures, now all vanished utteily, were doubtless 
wandenng about as part of that continual hurly-buily when 
I fiist set foot in it fifty-seven yeais ago , gieat law lords 
this and that, gieat advocates alois celebres, as Thieis has it 
Cianstoun, Oockbum, Jeffrey, Walter Scott, John Clerk To 
me at that time they were not even names , but I have since 
occasionally thought of that night and place wheie piobably 
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they were living substances — some of them m a kind of 
relation to me afterwards Time with his tenses — what a 
mnaeulous entity is he always ! The only figure I distinctly 
recollect and got punted on my brain that night was John 
Clerk, there veritably hitching about, whose glim stiong 
countenance with its black far-projecting blows, and look of 
great sagacity, fixed him m my memoiy 

This scene alone remains recorded of Carlyle’s early 
Edinburgh experience Of the University he says that 
he learned little there In the Latin class he was 
under Professor Chnstieson, who c never noticed him 
nor could distinguish him from another Mr living 
Carlyle 5 an older, bigger boy, with red hail, wild buck 
teeth, and scorched complexion, and the woist Latinist 
of his acquaintance ’ 

Jn the classical field (he wiites elsewhere) I am truly as 
nothing Homer I learnt to lead in the ongmal with diffi- 
culty, aftei Wolf’s broad flash of light thrown into it , 
JEschylus and Sophocles mainly in translations Tacitus 
and Yngil became really mteiestmg to me , Homer and 
iEschylus above all , Hoi ace egoistical, leichtfertig , m sad 
fact I nevei caied for , Ciceio, aftei long and vanous tuals, 
always pioved a windy person and a weariness to me, ex- 
tinguished altogethei by Middleton’s excellent though mis- 
judging life of him 

It was not much bettei with philosophy Diigald 
Stewart had gone away two years before Carlyle entered 
Brown was the new piofessor, c an eloquent acute little 
gentleman, full of enthusiasm about simple suggestions, 
relative, &c ,’ unprofitable utterly to Carlyle, and 



26 LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE 

bewildering and dispiriting, as the autumn winds 
among withered leaves 

In mathematics only he made real progress His 
temperament was impatient of unceitamties He threw 
himself with delight into a foim of knowledge m which 
the conclusions were indisputable, where at each step 
he could plant his foot with confidence Piofessor 
Leslie (Sir John Leslie afterwaids) discovered his talent 
and exerted himself to help him with a zeal of which 
Carlyle never afterwards ceased to speak with gratitude 
That he made progress m mathematics was ‘peihaps,’ 
as he says, 

due mainly to the accident that Leslie alone of my Pro- 
fessors had some genius m his business, and awoke a ceitam 
enthusiasm m me Poi several years geometiy shone before 
me as the noblest of all sciences, and I prosecuted it in all 
my best horns and moods But fai moie pregnant inquiries 
were nsing m me, and gradually cngiossmg me, heart as 
well as head, so that about 1820 01 1821 I had cntuely 
thrown mathematics aside, and except m one or two hnef 
spurts, more or less of a moibid nature, have never m the 
least legarded it further 

Yet even m mathematics, on ground with which he 
was familiar, his shy natuie was unfitted for display 
He carried off no puzes He tried only once, and 
thoufgh he was notoriously superior to all lus com- 
petitors the crowd and noise of the class room prevented 
him from even attempting to distinguish himself I 
have heard him say late m life that his thoughts never 
came to him in propez form except when he was alone 
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•Sartor Resartus,’ I have already said, must not be 
followed too literally as a biographical authority It is 
mythic, not historical Nevertheless, as mythic it may 
be trusted for the general outlines 

The university where I was educated (says Teufelsdrockh) 
still stands vivid enough m my remembrance, and I know 
its name well, which name, however, I from tenderness to 
existing interests shall in no wise divulge It is my painful 
duty to say that out of England and Spam ours was the 
worst of all hutheito discovered umveisities This is indeed 
a time when right education is, as nearly as may be, im- 
possible , however in degiees of wrongness there is no limit , 
nay, I can conceive a worse system than that of the Nameless 
itself, as poisoned victual may be worse than absolute hungei 

It is written, when the blind lead the blind, both shall 
fall into the ditch Wheiefore m such cncumstanees may it 
not sometimes be safer if both leader and led simply — sit 
still ? Had you anywhere m Ciim Tartary walled m a 
square enclosuie, furnished it with a small ill-chosen hbiary, 
and then turned loose into it eleven hundred Chiistian strip- 
lings, to tumble about as they listed from three to seven 
years , certain persons under the title of piofessors being 
stationed at the gates to declare aloud that it was a univer- 
sity and exact considerable admission fees, you had, not 
indeed in mechanical structure, yet m spirit and result, some 
imperfect substance of our High Semmaiy The pro- 

fessors m the Nameless hved with ease, with safety, by a 
mere reputation constructed m past times — and then, too, 
with no great effort — by quite another class of persons, 
whioh reputation, like a strong biisk-gomg undershot wheel 
sunk into the general current, bade fair, with only a little 
annual repainting on their part, to hold long together, and 
of its own accord assiduously grind for them Happy that 
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it was so for the millers ! They themselves needed not to 
woxk Then attempts at woikmg, what they called edu- 
cating, now when I look back on it fill me with a ceitam 
mute admit ation . * 

Besides all this we boasted ourselves a rational university, 
m the highest degiee hostile to mysticism Thus was the 
young vacant mind furnished with much talk about progress 
of the species, daik ages, prejudice and the like, so that all 
weie quickly blown out into a state of w T indy aigumentafcive- 
ness, wheieby the better sort had soon to end m sick im- 
potent scepticism , the woisei soit explode in finished 
self-conceit, and to all spiritual mteiests become dead . 

The hungry young looked up to their spiritual nmses, and 
foi food were bidden eat the east wind What vam jargon 
of controversial metaphysics, etymology, and mechanical 
manipulation falsely named Science was current there, I 
mdeed learnt bettei than perhaps the most Among eleven 
hundred Christian youths theie will not be wanting some 
eleven eagei to learn By collision with such, a certain 
waimth, a ceifcam polish was communicated , by instinct and 
by happy accident I took less to noting than to thinking 
and reading, which Litter also I was free to do Nay, from 
the Chaos of that libiaiy I succeeded m fishing up more 
books than had been known to the keepei theieof The 
foundation of a literary life was hereby laid I learned on 
my own strength to read fluently m almost all cultivated 
languages, on almost all subjects and sciences A ceitam 
ground-plan of human nature and life began to fashion itself 
in me, by additional experiments to be corrected and in- 
definitely extended 1 

The teaching at a university is but half what is 
learned there , the other half, and the most important, 

1 Sartor Resartus, book n chap in 
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is what young men learn from one another Carlyle’s 
friends at Edinburgh, the eleven out of the eleven 
hundred, were of his own rank of life, sons of peasants 
who had. their own way to make m life From their 
letters, many of which have been pieserved, it is clear 
that they were clever good lads, distinctly superior to 
ordinary boys of their age, Carlyle himself holding the 
first place m their narrow circle Their lives were pure 
and simple Nowhere m these letters is there any 
jesting with vice, or light allusions to it The boys 
wrote to one another on the last novel of Scott or poem 
of Byron, on the * Edinburgh Eeview/ on the war, on 
the fall of Napoleon, occasionally on geometrical 
problems, sermons, college exercises, and divinity 
lectures, and again on innocent trifles, with sketches, 
now and then humorous and bright, of Annandale life 
as it was seventy years ago They looked to Carlyle to 
direct their judgment and advise them m difficulties 
He was the prudent one of the party, able, if money 
matters went wrong, to help them out of his humble 
savings He was already noted, too, for power of 
effective speech — c far too sarcastic for so young a man ’ 
was what elder people said of him One of his cor- 
respondents addressed him always as ‘Jonathan/ or 
* Dean/ or * Doctor/ as if he was to be a second Swift 
Others called him Parson, perhaps from his intended 
profession All foretold future greatness to him of one 
kind or another They recognised that he was not like 
other young men, that he was superior to other young 
men, m character as well as intellect Knowing how 
you abhor all affectation ’ is an expression used to him 
when he was still a mere boy 
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His destination was £ the ministry/ and for this, 
knowing how much his fathei and mother wished it, he 
tried to prepare himself He was akeady conscious, 
howevei, ‘that he had not the least enthusiasm for 
that business, that even giave piohibitory doubts weie 
gradually using ahead Foimalism was not the pinch- 
ing point, had there been the preliminary of belief 
forthcoming 5 ‘ No church or speaking entity whate\ er,’ 
he admitted, ‘can do without formulas, but it must 
believe them first if it would be honest 5 
Two letters to Carlyle fiom one of these early friends 
may be given here as specimens of the rest* They bi mg 
back the Annandale of 1814, and show a famt kind of 
image of Carlyle himself reflected on the writer^ mind 
His name was Hill He was about Carlyle’s age, and 
subscribes himself Peter Pindar 

To Thomas Carlyle 

C istleb ink January 1, 1814 
W ind S\V Weather hazy 

What is the life of man ? Is it not to shift from trouble 
to trouble and from side to side p to button up one cause of 
vexation and unbutton anothei ? So mote the celebrated 
Sterne, so quoted the no less celebrated Jonathan, and so 
may the poor devil Pmdar apply it to himself You mention 
some two 01 three disappointments you ha\ c met with lately 
Poi shame, Sir, to be so peevish and splenetic ! Your dis- 
appointments are ‘ trifles light as an ’ when compared with 
the vexations and disappointments I have experienced I 
was vexed and gneved to the very soul and beyond the -soul, 
to go to Galloway and be deprived of the pleasuie of — some- 
thing you know nothing about I was disappointed on my 
icturn at finding her in a devil of a bad shy humour I was 
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—but why do I talk to you about such things ? Theie are 
joys and sorrows, pleasures and pains, with which a Stoic 
Platonic humdrum bookworm sort of fellow like you, Sir, 
inteimeddleth not, and consequently can have no idea of 
I was disappointed m Bonaparte’s escaping to Pans when he 
ought to have been taken pnsoner by the allies at Leipsic 
I was disappointed at your not mentioning anything about 
our old acquaintances at Edinbuigh Last mght there was 
a flag on the mail, and to-night when I expected a Gazette 
announcing some great victoiy, the taking of Bayonne 01 the 
marching of Wellington to Bouideaux, I was disappointed 
that the cause of all the rejoicing was an engagement with 
the French under the walls of Bayonne, m which we lost 
upwards of 500 men killed and 3,000 wounded, and diew off 
the remainder of our aimy safe from the destroying weapons 
of the enemy I was disappointed last Sunday, after I had 
got my stockings on, to find that theie was a hole in the 
heel of one of them I read a great many books at Kirk- 
ton, and was disappointed at finding faults in almost every 
one of them I will be disappointed , but what signifies 
going on at this rate ? Unmixed happiness is not the lot of 
man — 

Of chance and change, oh 1 let not man complain, 

Else never, never, will he cease to wail 

The weathei is dull , I am melancholy Good night 

PS — My dearest Dean, — The weathei is quite altered 
The wind has veered about to the north I am m good 
spirits, am happy 


Ft om the Same. 


Castlebank May 9 

Dear Doctor, — I received yours last mght, and a scurnlous, 
blackguaidmg, flattenng, vexing, pemicked, humoious, 
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witty, daft letter it is Shall I answer it piecemeal as a 
certain Honourable House does a speech fiom its Sovereign, 
by echoing back each syllable ? No This won’t do Oh ! 
how I envy yon, Dean, that you can run on m such an off- 
hand way, ever varying the scene with wit and mnth, while 
honest Petei must hold on in one numskull track to all 
eternity pursuing the e\en tenour of his way, so that one of 
Peter’s letters is as good as a thousand 
You seem to take a friendly concern m my affaires de 
camr By the bye, now, Jonathan, without telling you any 
particulars of my situation m these matters, which is scarcely 
known to myself, can’t I advise you to fallin love ? Grant- 
ing as I do that love is attended with sorrows, still, Doctoi, 
these are amply compensated by the tendency that this 
tender passion has to ameliorate the heart, * piovided always, 
and be it fuither enacted,’ that, chaste as Don Quixote or 
Don Quixote’s horbe, your heart nevei breathes a wish that 
angels may not legistei Only have caie of this, Dean, and 
fall m love as soon as you can — you will be the better for it 

Pages follow of excellent cnticism fiom Petei on 
Leyden’s poems, on the Duke of Wellington, Miss 
Porter, &c Cailyle has told him that he was looking 
for a subject for an epic poem Peter gives him a 
tragi-comic description of a wedding at Middlebie, with 
the return home m a tempest, which he thinks will 
answer, and concludes . — 

Your reflections on the fall of Napoleon bring to my mind 
an observation of a friend of mine the other day I was lepeat- 
ing these hues m Shakespeare and applying them to Bony— 

But yesterday the word of Caesar might 
Have stood against the world , now lies he there, 

And none so poor to do him reverence 
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Ay, very true,’ quoth he , ‘ the fallow could na be con- 
tent wi’ maist all fiuiope, and now he’s glad o’ Elba room ’ 
Now, Doctor, let me repeat my mstiuctions to you m a 
few words Write immediately a very long letter , write an 
epic poem as soon as may be Send me some more * remarks ’ 
Tell me how you are, how you are spending your time m 
Edinburgh Pall in love as soon as you can meet with a 
proper object Ever be a friend to Pindai, and thou shalt 
always find one in the heart subdued, not subduing, 

Peter 

In default of writings of his own, scarcely any of 
which survive out of this early period, such lineaments 
of Carlyle as appear through these letters are not with- 
out mstructiveness 
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CHAPTER III. 

AD 1814 AST 19 

Having finished his college course* Carlyle looked 
out for pupils to maintain himself The ministry was 
still his formal destination* but several years had still 
to elapse before a final resolution would be necessary — 
four years if he remained m Edinburgh attending 
lectures in the Divinity Hall* six if he prefeired 
to be a rural Divinity student, presenting himself once 
m every twelve months at the Univeisity and reading 
a discomse He did not wish to hasten matters* and, 
the pupil business being piecanous and the mathe- 
matical tutoiship at Annan falling vacant, Carlyle 
offered for it and was elected by competition m 1814 
He nevei liked teaching The recommendation of the 
place was the sixty or seventy pounds a year of salary, 
which relieved his father of further expense upon him, 
and enabled him to put by a little money every year, 
to be of use m future either to himself or his family 
In other respects the life at Annan was only disagree- 
able His tutor’s work he did scrupulously well, but 
ther society of a country town had no interest for him. 
He would not visit He lived alone* shutting himself 
up with his books, disliked the business more and more, 
and came finally to hate it, Annan, associated as it 
was with the odious memories of his schooldays, had 
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indeed but one merit — that be was within reach of his 
family, especially of his mother, to whom he was 
attached with a real passion 
His father had by this time given up business at 
Ecclefechan, and had taken a farm m the neighbour- 
hood The great north road which runs through the 
village uses gradually into an upland treeless grass 
country About two miles distant on the left-hand 
side as you go towards Lockerby, there stands, about 
three hundred yards m from the road, a solitary low 
whitewashed cottage, with a few poor outbuildings 
attached to it This is Mamhill, which was now for 
many years to be Carlyle’s home , where he first learned 
German, studied 6 Faust ’ m a dry ditch, and completed 
his translation of * Wilhelm Meister 5 The house itself 
is, or was when the Carlyles occupied it, of one story, and 
consisted of three rooms, a kitchen, a small bedroom, 
and a large one connected with the kitchen by a pas- 
sage The door opens into a square farmyard, on one 
side of which are stables, on the other side opposite 
the door the cow byres, on the third a washhouse and 
dairy The situation is high, utterly bleak and swept 
by all the winds Not a tree shelters the premises, 
the fences are low, the wind permitting nothing to 
grow but stunted thorn The view alone redeems the 
dreariness of the situation. On the left is the great 
hill of Burnswark Broad Annandale stretches in front 
down to the Solway, which shines like a long silver 
riband* on the right is Hoddam Hill with the Tower 
of Bepentance on its crest, and the wooded slopes which 
mark the line of the nver Beyond towers up Cnffel, 
and in the far distance Skiddaw, and Saddleback, and 

3 — 9 
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Helveliyn, and the High Cumberland ridges on the 
track of the Roman wall Ileie lived Carlyle’s father 
and mother with their eight chikhen, Caihle himself 
spending his holidays with them , the old man and lus 
yonngci sons cultivating the *nm soil and vanning a 
hard-earned living out of then foil, the mother and 
daughteis doing the household woik and minding cows 
and poultiy, and taking then turn in the field with the 
lest m harvest time 

Ho two years passed away, Carlyle remaining at 
Annan Of his own wilting during this penod theie is 
little preserved, but his correspondence continued, and 
from his friends’ letteis glimpses can be gathered of his 
temper and occupations He was mamly busy with 
mathematics, but he was reading incessantly, Hume’s 
Essays among other books He was looking out into 
the woild, meditating on the fall of Napoleon, on the 
Fiench Revolution, and thinking much of the suffer- 
ing m Scotland which followed the clo^e of the war 
There were sai castic sketches, too, of the families with 
w r hich he was thrown m Annan Rebel i Mitchell (an 
Edinburgh student who had become master of a school 
at Ruthwell) rallies him on c having reduced the fan 
and fat academicians into scouhed, singed, and 
shrivelled hags,’ and hinting a warning i against 
the temper with respect to this world which we are 
sometimes apt to entertain,’ he suggests that young 
men like him and his conespondent ‘ought to thmk 
how many are worse off than they,’ € should be thankful 
for what they had, and not allow imagination to create 
unreal distress ’ 

To another fnend, Thomas Murray, author afterwards 
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of a history of Galloway, Carlyle had complained of his 
fate m a light' and less bitter spirit To an epistle 
written m this tone Murray replied with a description 
of Cailyle’s style, which deserves a place if but for the 
fulfilment of the prophecy which it contains 

I have had the pleasure of receiving, my dear Carlyle, 
your very humorous and fuendly letter, a letter remarkable 
for vivacity, a Shandean turn of expression, and an affection- 
ate pathos, which indicate a peculiar turn of mind, make 
sincerity doubly sti iking and wit doubly poignant You 
flattei me with saying my letter was good 9 but allow me to 
observe that among all my elegant and respectable corre- 
spondents there is none whose manner of letter-writing I so 
much envy as yours A happy flow of language either for 
pathos, description, or humour, and an easy, graceful cunent 
of ideas, appiopnate to every subject, characterise your style 
This is not adulation , I speak what I think Your letters 
will always be a feast to me, a vaned and exquisite repast , 
and the time, I hope, will come, but I trust is far distant, 
when these our juvenile epistles will be read and probably 
applauded by a generation unborn, and that the name of 
Carlyle, at least, will be inseparably connected with the 
hterary history of the nineteenth century Geneious ambi- 
tion and peiseverance will oveicome every difficulty, and 
oui gieat Johnson says, ‘ Wheie much is attempted some 
thing is perfoimed ’ You will, perhaps, lecollect that wheB 
I convoyed you out of town in April, 1814, we were very 
sentimental we said that few knew us, and still fewei took 
an interest in us, and that we would slip thiough the world 
inglorious and unknown But the prospect is altered We 
are piobably as well known, and have made as great a figure, 
as any of the same standing at college, and we do not know, 
but will hope, what twenty yeais may biing forth 
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A letter from yon every fortnight shall be answered 
faithfully, and will be highly delightful , and if we live to 
be semois, the letteis of the companions of our youth will 
call to mind our college scenes, endeaied to us by many 
tender associations, and will make us forget that we are poor 
and old That you may be always successful and enjoy 
every happmess that this evanescent world can afford, and 
that we may meet soon, is, my dear Carlyle, the sincere wish 
of 

Yours most faithfully, 

Thomas Mtjeray 

5 Carnegie Street July 27, 1814. 

Murray kept Carlyle’s answer to this far-seemg letter 
Thomas Carlyle to Thomas Mum ay 

August, 1814 

Oh, Tom, what a foolish flattering creature thou ait I To 
talk of futuie eminence m connection with the literary 
histoiy of the nineteenth century to such a one as me I 
Alas 1 my good lad, when I and all my fancies and reveries 
and speculations shall have been swept ovei with the besom 
of oblivion, the liteiaiy history of no century will feel itself 
the worse Yet think not, because I talk thus, I amcaieless 
of literary fame No , Heaven knows that ever since I have 
been able to form a wish, the wish of being known has been 
the foremost 

Oh, Fortune ! thou that givest unto each his portion m 
this duty planet, bestow (if it shall please thee) coronets, 
and, crowns, and principalities, and puises, and pudding, and 
power upon the great and noble and fat ones of the earth 
Grant me that, with a heait of independence unyielding to 
thy favours and unbending to thy frowns, I may attain to 
literary fame , and though starvation be my lot, I will smile 
that I have not been bom a king 
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But alas ! my dear Munay, what am I, or what are you, 
or what is any other poor unfriended stripling m the ranks 
of learning ? 

These college companions were worthy and innocent 
young men , none of them, however, came to any very 
high position, and Carlyle’s career was now about to 
intersect with the life of a far more famous contempo- 
rary who flamed up a few years later into meridian 
splendour and then disappeared m delirium Edward 
Irving was the son of a well-to-do burgess of Annan, by 
profession a tanner Irvmg was five years older than 
Carlyle , he had preceded him at Annan School , he had 
gone thence to Edinburgh University, where he had 
specially distinguished himself, and had been selected 
afterwards to manage a school at Haddington, where 
his success as a teacher had been again conspicuous 
Among his pupils at Haddington there was one gifted 
little girl who will be hereafter much heard of m these 
pages, Jane Baillie Welsh, daughter of a Dr Welsh 
whose surgical fame was then great m that part of 
Scotland, a remarkable man who liked Irving and 
trusted his only child m his hands The Haddington 
adventure had answered so well that Irving, after a 
year or two, was removed to a larger school at Kirk- 
caldy, where, though no fault was found with his 
teaching, he gave less complete satisfaction A party 
among his patrons there thought him too severe* with 
the boys, thought him proud, thought him this or 
that* which they did not like The dissentients re- 
solved at last to have a second school of their own, to 
be managed m a diffeient style, and they applied to 
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the classical and mathematical piofessors at Edmbuigh 
to recommend them a master Professor Chnstieson 
and Professor Leslie, who had noticed Carlyle more 
than he was aware of, had decided that he was the 
fittest person that they knew of, and m the summer 
of 1816 notice of the offered preferment was sent down 
to him at Annan 

He had seen Irving’s face occasionally m Eccle- 
fechan church, and once afterwaids, as has been said, 
when Irving, fresh from his college distinctions, had 
looked m at Annan school, but they had no peisonal 
acquaintance, nor did Carlyle, while he was a master 
there, ever visit the Irving family Of course, however, 
he was no sti anger to the reputation of their brilliant 
son, with whose fame all Annandale was ungmg, and 
with whom kind friends had compaied him to his own 
disadvantage 

I (he says) had heaid much of living all along, how dis- 
tinguished in studies, how splendidly successful as a teacher, 
how two professors had sent him out to Haddington, and 
how his new academy and new methods were illuminating 
and astonishing everything there I don’t lemembei any 
malicious envy towaids this gieat living of the distmce 
for his greatness m study and learning I eeibamly might 
have had a tendency hadn’t I struggled against it, and tried 
to make it emulation ‘ Do the like, do the like undei diffi- 
culties ’ 

In the winter of 1815 Carlyle for the first time 
personally met Irving, and the beginning of the ac- 
quaintance was not promising He was still pursuing 
his Divinity course Candidates who could not attend 
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the regular lectures at the University came up once a 
year and delivered an address of some kind m the 
Divinity Hall One already — m the first year of his 
Annan mastership — he had given m an English sermon 
on the text 6 Befoie I was afflicted I went astray/ &c 
He calls it f a weak flowery sentimental piece/ for 
which, however, he had been complimented by com- 
rades and professors ’ His next was a discourse m Latin 
on the question whether there was or was not such a 
thing as * Natural Religion’ This, too, he says was 
c weak enough 5 It is lost, and nothing is left to show 
the view which he took about the matter But here 
also he gave satisfaction, and was innocently pleased 
with himself It was on this occasion that he fell m 
accidentally with Irving at a fuend’s rooms m Edin- 
burgh, and there was a tiiflmg skirmish of tongue 
between them, where Irving found the laugh turned 
against him 

A few months after came Carlyle’s appointment to 
Kirkcaldy as Irving’s quas'h uval, and perhaps he felt 
a little uneasy as to the terms on which they might 
stand towards each other His alaims, however, were 
pleasantly dispelled He was to go to Kirkcaldy m 
the summer holidays of 1816 to see the people there 
and be seen by them before coming to a final arrange- 
ment Adam Hope, one of the masters m Annan 
School, to whom Carlyle was much attached, and whose 
poitiait he has painted, had just lost his wife Carlyle 
had gone to sit with the old man m his sorrows, and 
unexpectedly fell m with Irving there, who had come 
on the same errand 
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If (he says) I had been m doubts about his leception of 
me, he quickly and for ever ended them by a friendliness 
which on wider scenes might have been called chivalrous 
At first sight he heartily shook my hand, welcomed me as if 
I had been a valued old acquamtance, almost a brother, and 
before my leaving came up to me again and with the frankest 
tone said, 4 You are coming to Kirkcaldy to look about you 
m a month or two You know I am there , my house and 
all that I can do for you is yours , two Annandale people 
must not be strangers m Fife ’ The doubting Thomas durst 
not quite believe all this, so chivalrous was it, but felt pleased 
and relieved by the fine and sincere tone of it, and thought 
to himself , 4 Well, it would be pretty * 

To Kirkcaldy, then, Carlyle went with hopes so 
far improved How Irving kept his word, how 
warmly he received him , how he opened his house, 
his library, his heart to him , how they walked and 
talked together on Kirkcaldy Sands on the summer 
nights, and toured together in holiday time through 
the Highlands , how Carlyle found in him a most 
precious and affectionate companion at the most 
critical period of his life — all this he has himself 
described The reader will find it for himself m the 
Reminiscences which he has left of the time* 

Irving (he says) was four years my senior, the faciU 
pnnc&ps for success and reputation among the Edinburgh 
students, famed mathematician, famed teacher, first at Had- 
dington, then here, a flourishing man whom cross fortune 
was beginning to nibble at He received me with open 
arms, and was a brother to me and a fnend there and else- 
where afterwards — such fnend as I never had again or before 
m this woild, at heart constant till he died* 
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I am tempted to fill many pages with extracted 
pictures of the Kirkcaldy life as Carlyle has drawn 
them But they can be read m their place, and there 
is much else to tell , my business is to supply what is 
left untold, rather than give over again what has been 
told already. 
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CHAPTER IV, 

A D 1817 JE£ 22 

Correspondence with his family had commenced and 
wa& legularly continued fiom the day when Carlyle 
went first to college The letteis, however, which are 
preserved begin with his settlement at Kirkcaldy 
Fiom this time they are constant, legular, and, from 
the care with which they have been kept on both 
sides, are to be numbeied m thousands Father, 
mother, bi others, sisters, all wiote m then various 
styles, and all received answeis They were c a 
clannish folk’ holding tight togethei, and Cailyle was 
looked up to as the scholai among them Of these 
letters I can give but a few heie and theie, but they 
will bring befoie the eyes the Mamhill faim, and all 
that was going on there m a sturdy, pious, and 
honourable Annandale peasant’s household Carlyle 
had spent his Chustmas holidays 1816-17 at home as 
usual, and had returned to woik 

James Cailyle to Thomas Cailyle 

# Muntull Febiuary 12, 1817 

Dear Son, — I embiace this opportunity of writing you a 
few lines with the carrier, as I had nothing to say that was 
worth postage, having written to you largely the last time 
But only I have reason to be thankful that I can still tell 
you that we are all m good health, blessed be God for all his 
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mercies towards us Your mother has got your stockings 
ready now, and I think theie are a few pairs of very good 
ones Times is very bad here for labomers — woik is no 
busker and living is high Theie have been meetings held 
by the lairds and farmers to assist them m getting meal 
They piopose to take all the meal that can be sold in the 
parish to Bcclefechan, for which they shall have full price, 
and theie they sign another paper telling how much money 
they will give to reduce the puce The charge is given to 
James Bell, Mr Miller, and William Graham to sell it 
Mr Lawson, our priest, is doing very well, and has given 
us no more paraphrases , but seems to please every person 
that hears him, and indeed he is well attended every day 
The sacrament is to be the fiist Sabbath of Maich, and he is 
visiting his people, but has not leached Ma mhill Youi 
mother was very anxious to have the house done before he 
came, or else she said she would run over the hill and hide her* 
self Sandy 1 and I got to work soon after you went away, bmlt 
partitions, and ceiled — a good floor laid — and indeed it is very 
diy and comfortable at this time, and we are veiy snug and 
have no want of the necessanes of hfe Our crop is as good as I 
expected, and oui sheep and all our cattle living and domg veiy 
well Your mother thought to have wiitten to you , but the 
earner stopped only two days at home, and she being a very 
slow writer could not get it done, but she will write next 
opportunity I add no more but your mother’s compliments, 
and she sends you half the cheese that she was telling you 
about Say in youi next how your butter is coming on, 
and tell us when it is done and we will send you more 
Write soon after you receive this, and tell us all your news 
and how you are coming on I say no more, but remain, 
Dear son, youi loving father, 

James Caklyle 

1 Alexander Carlyle, the second son 
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Thomas Carlyle to Mrs Cat lyle (MatnhtU) 

Kirkcaldy March 17, 1817 

My dear Mother, — I have been long intending, to write 
yon a line or two in ordei to let you know my state and con- 
dition, but havmg nothing woith writing to communicate I 
have put it off fiom time to time Theie was little enjoy- 
ment foi any person at Mainhill when I was there last, but I 
look forward to the ensuing autumn, when I hope to have 
the happiness of discussing matters with you as we were 
wont to do of old It gives me pleasure to hear that the 
bairns are at school There are few things m this woild 
more valuable than knowledge, and youth is the period for 
acquiring it With the exception of the religious and moral 
mstruction which I had the happiness of receiving fiom my 
parents, and which I humbly trust will not be entirely lost 
upon me, there is nothmg for which I feel moie giateful 
than for the education which they have bestowed upon me 
Sandy was gettmg fond of readmg when he went away I 
hope he and Aitken 1 will continue their operations now that 
he is at home There cannot be imagined a more honest 
way of employmg spaie hours 

My way of life in this place is much the same as formerly 
The school is doing pietty well, and my health thiough the 
wmter has been uniformly good I have little mtercoiuse 
with the natives here , yet there is no dryness between us 
We are always happy to meet and happy to part , but their 
society is not very valuable to me, and my books are friends 
that never fad me Sometimes I see the minister and some 
others* of them, with whom I am very well satisfied, and 
Irving and I are very fnendly , so I am never wearied or at 
a loss to pass the time 

I had designed this night to write to Aitken about his 


1 John Aitken Carlyle, the third son, afterwards known as John* 
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books and studies, but I will scaicely have time to say any- 
thing There is a book for him in the box, and I would 
have sent him the geometry, but it was not to be had in the 
town I have sent you a scarf as near the kind as Aitken’s 
very scanty description would allow me to come I hope it 
will please you It is as good as any that the merchant had 
A shawl of the same matenals would have been warmer, but 
I had no authority to get it Perhaps you would like to 
have a shawl also If you will tell me what colour you pre- 
fer, I will send it you with all the pleasure in the world I 
expect to hear from you as soon as you can find leisure 
Tou must be very minute in your account of your domestic 
affairs My father once spoke of a threshing machine If 
twenty pounds or so will help him, they are quite ready at 
his service 

I remain, dear mother, your affectionate son, 

Thomas Caelyle 

Mrs Carlyle could barely write at this time She 
taught herself later in life for the pleasure of com- 
municating with her son, between whom and herself 
there existed a special and passionate attachment of a 
quite peculiar kind She was a severe Calvinist, and 
watched with the most affectionate anxiety over her 
children’s spiritual welfare, her eldest boy’s above all 
The hope of her life was to see him a minister — a 
* pnest 9 she would have called it — and she was already 
alarmed to know that he had no inclination that way 

Mrs Cm bjls to Thomas Can lyle 

Mamhll June 10, 1817 

Dear Son, — I take tins opportunity of writing you a few 
hues, as you will get it free I long to have a crack , 1 and 


1 Familiar talk 
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look foiward to August, tiusting to see thee once more, but 
m hope the meantime Oh, Tom, nnnd the golden season 
of youth, and remember your Creator m the days of your 
youth Seek God while He may be found Call upon Him 
while He is near We heat that the woild by wisdom knew 
not God Pray for His piesence with you, and His counsel 
to guide you Ha\e you got thiougk the Bible yet? If 
you have, lead it again I hope you will not weaiy, and 
may the Lord open your understanding 
I have no news to tell you, but thank God we are all m 
our ordinary way I hope you are well I thought you would 
have written before now I received your present and was 
veiy proud of it I called it ‘ my son’s venison ’ Do wiite 
as soon as this comes to hand and tell us all your news I 
am glad you aie so contented m your place We ought all 
to be thankful for our places m these distressing times, for I 
dare say they are felt keenly We send jou a small piece 
of ham and a minding of buttei, as I am sine yours is done 
before now Tell us about it m }oui next, and if anything 
is wanting 

Good night, Tom, for it is i \eiy stoimy night, and I 
must away to the byie to milk 
Now, Tom, be suie to tell me about your chapters No 
more from 

Your old 

Minnie 

The letters fiom the other members of the family 
were sent equally regularly whenevei there was an 
opportunity, and give between them a perfect picture 
of healthy rustic life at the Mainhill farm — the 
brothers and sisters down to the lowest all hard at 
work, the little ones at school, the elders ploughing, 
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reaping, tending cattle, or minding the dairy, and m 
the intervals reading history, reading Scott’s novels, 
or even trying at geometry, which was then Carlyle’s 
own favounte study In the summer of 1817 the 
mother had a severe illness, by which her mind was 
affected It was necessary to place her foi a few weeks 
under restiamt away from home — a step no doubt 
just and necessaiy, but which she never wholly forgave, 
but resented m her own humorous way to the end of 
her life The disorder soon passed off, however, and 
never returned 

Meanwhile Carlyle was less completely contented 
with his position at Kirkcaldy than he had let his 
mother suppose For one thing he hated school- 
mastering, and would, or thought he would, have pie- 
ferred to work with his hands , while except Irving he 
had scarcely a friend m the place for whom he caied 
His occupation shut him out from the best kind of 
society, which there, as elsewhere, had its exclusive 
rules He was received, for Irving’s sake, m the family 
of Mr Mai tin, the minister, and was m some degree 
of intimacy there, liking Martin himself, and to some 
extent, but not much, his wife and daughters, to one of 
whom Irving had, perhaps too piecipitately, become 
engaged There were others also — Mr Swan, a Kirk- 
caldy merchant, paiticularly — of whom he had a grate- 
ful remembrance, but it is clear, both from living’s 
letters to him and from his own confession, that he was 
not popular either there or anywhere Shy and 
reserved at one moment, at another sarcastically self- 
aesertmg, with forces working m him which he did not 
himself understand, and which still less could be 
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understood by others, he could neither properly accom- 
modate himself to the tone of Scotch provincial di awing- 
rooms, nor even to the business which he had especially 
to do A man of genius can do the lowest woik as well 
as the highest , but genius m the process of developing, 
combined with an irritable neivous system and a 
fiercely impatient temperament, was not happily oc- 
cupied m teaching stupid lads the elements of Latin 
and arithmetic Nor were matters mended when the 
Town Corporation, who were his masters, took upon 
them, as sometimes happened, to instruct or rebuke 
him 

Life, however, even under these hard circumstances, 
was not without its romance I bonow a passage from 
the * Reminiscences * * 

The Knkcaldy population were a pleasant, honest kind 
of fellow mortals, something of quietly fruitful, of good old 
Scotch m their woiks and ways, more vernacular, peaceably 
fixed and almost genial m then mode of hie, than I had been 
used to m the bolder home land Fife geneially we liked 
Those ancient little buighs and sea villages, with then poor 
little havens, salt-pans and weather -beaten bits of Cyclopean 
breakwaters, and rude innocent machineries, aie still kindly 
to me to think of Kirkcaldy itself had many looms, had 
Baltic trade, whale fishery, &c , and was a solidly diligent 
and yet by no means a pantmg, puffing, or m any way 
gambling ‘ Lang Toun * Its flax-mill machinery, I remember, 
was turned mainly by wind , and cuiious blue-painted wheels 
with oblique vans rose from many xoofs for that end We, 
I in particular, always rather liked the people, though from 
the distance chiefly, chagrined and discouraged by the sad 
trade one had Some hospitable human fire sides I found, 
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and these were at intervals a fine little element , bnt in 
general we were hut onlookers, the one real society oui books 
and onr few selves Not even with the blight young ladies 
(which was a sad feature) were we generally on speaking 
terms By fai the brightest and cleveiest, however, an ex- 
pupil of living’s, and genealogically and otheiwise, being 
poonsh and well-hied, lathei a kind of ahen in the place, I did 
at last make some acquaintance with — at Irving’s first, I think, 
though she rarely came thither — and it might easily have 
been more, had she and hei aunt and oui economics and 
other circumstances liked She was of the f air-complexioned, 
softly elegant, softly grave, witty and comely type, and had 
a good deal of gracefulness, intelligence, and other talent 
Irving, too, it was sometimes thought, found hei very in- 
teresting, could the Miss Mai tin bonds have allowed, which 
they nevei would To me, who had only known hei foi a 
few months, and who within a twelve 01 fifteen months saw 
the last of her, she continued, foi peihaps three yeais, a 
figure hanging moie or less in my fancy, on the usual 
romantic, or latterly quite elegiac and silent teims, and to 
this day theie is m me a good will to her, a candid and 
gentle pity, if needed at all She was of the ibeideenshire 
Goidons, Maigaiet Gordon, bom I think m New Bruns- 
wick, wheie her father, probably m some official post, had 
died young and poor , her accent was prettily English, and 
her voice very fine 

An aunt (widow m Fife, childless with limited resources, 
but of frugal cultivated turn , a lean proud elderly dame, 
once a Miss Gordon herself , sang Scotch songs beautifrflly, 
and talked shrewd Abeideemsh in accent and otherwise) had 
adopted* hei and brought her hither over seas , and here, as 
Irving’s ex-pupil, she now, cheery though with dim outlooks, 
was Irving saw her again m Glasgow one summer tour- 
ing, &c , he himself accompanying joyfully— not joining, so 

4—2 
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I understood it, the letmue of suitors or potential suitors , 
lather peihaps indicating gently ‘No, I must not ’ A year 
01 so after we lieaid the fair Maigaiet had maincd some 
uch Mi Something, who afteiwaids got into Paihament, 
thence out to 4 Nova Scotia’ (or so) as govemoi, and I 
heaid of her no more, except that lately she was still 
hying childless as the ‘dowagei lady,’ her Mr Something 
haying got knighted befoie dying Poor Margaret I I saw 
hei lecogmsably to me heie in her London time, 1840 or so, 
twice , once with hei maid in Piccadilly pi omenadmg — little 
altered , a second time that same year, or next, on horseback 
both of us, and meeting in the gate of Hyde Park, when hei 
eyes (but that was all) said to me almost touchingly, yes, 
yes, that is you 

Margaret Goidon was the original, so far as there was 
an original, of Blumme m * Sartor Kesaitus ’ Two 
letteis from her lemam among Carlyle’s papers, which 
show that on both sides their legal d for each other had 
found expression Circumstances, howevei, and the 
unpromising appeal anee of Carlyle’s situation and 
prospects, forbade an engagement between them, and 
acquit the aunt of needless harshness m peremptorily 
putting an end to their acquaintance Miss Goidon 
took leave of him as a Q sister’ m language of affec- 
tionate advice A single passage may be quoted to 
show how the young unknown Kirkcaldy schoolmaster 
appealed m the eyes of the young high-born lady wbo 
bad thus for a moment crossed his path 

And now, my dear friend, a long long adieu , one advice, 
and as a parting one consider, value it Cultivate the milder 
dispositions of your heart Subdue the more extiavagant 
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visions of the brain In time your abilities must be known 
Among your acquaintance they are already beheld with 
wonder and delight By those whose opinion will be valuable, 
they hereafter will be appi eciated Genius will render you 
great May virtue lender you beloved 1 Remove the awful 
distance between you and ordinary men by kind and gentle 
manneis Deal gently with then inferiority, and be con- 
vinced they will lespect you as much and like you more 
Why conceal the real goodness that flows in your heart ? I 
have ventuied this counsel from an anxiety foi your future 
welfare, and I would enfoice it with all the earnestness of 
the most smceie friendship Let your light shine before 
men, and think them not unworthy the trouble This exer- 
cise will prove its own leward It must be a pleasing thing 
to live in the affections of others Again adieu Paidon 
the freedom I have used, and when you think of me be it as 
a kind sister, to whom your happiness will always yield 
dehght, and your griefs sorrow 

Yours, with esteem and regard, 

M 

I give you not my address because I dare not promise to 
bee you. 
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CHAPTER V, 

AD 1818 MT 2 3 

Carlyle had by this time abandoned the thought of the 
* mimstiy 9 as his possible future profession — not with- 
out a struggle, for both his father’s and his mother’s 
hearts had been set upon it, but the * grave pro- 
hibitive doubts ’ which had risen m him of their own 
accoid had been strengthened by Gibbon, whom he 
had found m Irving’s library and eagerly devoured 
Nevei at any time had he ‘ the least inclination 9 for such 
an office, and his father, though deeply disappointed, 
was too genuine a man to offer the least remonstrance 1 
The c schoolmastenng ’ too, after two yeais’ experience 
of it, became intolerable His disposition, at once 
shy and defiantly proud, had peiplexed and displeased 

1 ‘With me,* he says m a private note, ‘it was never much m f ivour, 
though my parents silently much wished it, as I knew well Finding I 
had objections, my father, with a magnanimity which I admired and 
admire, left me frankly to my own guidance m that matter, as did my 
mother, perhaps still more lovingly, though not so silently , and the 
theological course which could be prosecuted or kept open by appearing 
annually, putting down your name, but with some trifling fee, m the 
register, and then going your way, was, after perhaps two years of this 
languid form, allowed to close itself for good I remember yet being on 
the street m Argyll Square, Edinburgh, probably m 1817, and come 
over from Kirkcaldy with some intent, the languidest possible, still to 
put down my name and fee The official person, when I rung, was 
not at home, and my instant feeling was, “Very good, then, very 
good , let this be Finis in the matter,” and it really was * 
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the Kirkcaldy burghers Both he and Irving also 
fell into unpleasant collisions with them, and neither 
of the two was sufficiently docile to submit tamely to 
reproof 1 An opposition school had been set up which 
drew off the pupils, and finally they both concluded 
that they had had enough of it — * better die than be 
a schoolmaster for one’s living ’ — and would seek some 
other means of suppoitmg themselves. Carlyle had 
passed his summer holidays as usual at Mamhill 
(1818), where he had perhaps talked over his prospects 
with his family On his letum to Kirkcaldy m 
September he wrote to his father explaining his 
situation He had saved about 90? , on which, with 
his thrifty habits, he said that he could support him- 
self m Edinburgh till he could c fall into some other 

1 Carlyle says m the Reminiscences that Irving was accused of harsh- 
ness to the boys Kirkcaldy tradition has preserved instances of it, 
which sound comical enough at a distance, but were no matter of 
laughter to the sufferers A correspondent writes to me — ‘Irving 
has the reputation to this day of being a very hard master He 
thrashed the boys frequently and unmercifully A story m illustration 
was told me A carpenter, a bit of a character, whose shop was 
directly opposite Irving’s school, hearing a fearful howling one day, 
rushed across, axe in hand, drove up the door, and to Irving’s query what 
he did there, replied, " I thocht ye were killin’ the lad, and cam’ over 
tae see if ye were needin’ help ” Carlyle, on the contrary, I was 
assured, never lifted his hand to a scholar Still he had perfect com- 
mand over them A look or a word was sufficient to command attention 
and obedience Nor have I ever heard that this command was attri- 
butable to fear So far as I can learn, it was entirely due to the respect 
which he seems to have obtained from the first * There is some truth 
m thes„e legends of Irving’s severity, for Carlyle himself admits it 
But tradition always tends to shape stories and characters into an 
artistic completeness which had no real existence The authentic 
evidence of Irving’s essential kindness and affectionate gentleness makes 
it impossible to believe that he was ever wantonly or carelessly cruel 
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way of doing 5 He could perhaps get a few mathe- 
matical pupils, and meantime could study for the bar. 
He waited only for his father’s appioval to send m his 
resignation The letter was accompanied by one of his 
constant presents to his mother, who was again at 
home, though not yet fully recoveied 

John Garlyle to Thomas Cai lyle* 

Mamhill September 16, 1818 

Dear Bi other, — W e received yours, and it told us of your 
safe airival at Kirkcaldy Our mother has grown better 
every day since you left us She is as steady as ever she 
was, has been upon haystacks three or four times, and has 
been at chinch every Sabbath since she came home, behaving 
always very decently Also she has given over talking and 
singing, and spends some of hei time consulting Ralph 
*Eiskme She sleeps eveiy night, and hinders no person to 
sleep, hut can do with less than the geneiality of people 
In fact we may conclude that she is as wise as could be 
expected She has none of the hypocutical mask with which 
some people clothe their sentiments One day, having met 
Agg Byers, she says i Weel, Agg, lass, I’ve never spoken t’ye 
sm ye stole our coals I’ll gie ye an advice never steal nae 
moie.’ 


Alexander Cat lyle to Thomas Ccw lyle, 

September 18, 1818 

My deal Brother, — We were glad to hear of youx having 
amved m safety, though youi prospects were not brilliant* 
My father is at Ecclefechan to-day at a maiket, but before 
he went he told me to mention that with legard to his 
advising you, he was unable to give yon any advice He 
thought it might be necessary to consult Leslie before you 
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gave up, but you might do what seemed to you good Had 
my advice any weight, I would advise you to tiy the law 
You may think you have not money enough to try that, but 
with what assistance we could make, and your own industry, 
I think theie would be no fear but you would succeed The 
box which contained my mother’s bonnet came a day or two 
ago She is very well pleased with it, though my father 
thought it too gaudy , but she pioposes writing to you hei- 
self 

The end was, that when December came Carlyle 
and Irving 6 kicked the schoolmaster functions over/ 
removed to Edinburgh, and were adrift on the world 
Irving had little to fear , he had money, friends, reputa- 
tion , he had a profession, and was waiting only for ‘ a 
call 5 to entei on his full privileges Carlyle was far 
more unfavouiably situated He was poor, unpopular, 
compaiatively unknown, or, if known, known only to 
be feared and even shunned In Edinburgh c from my 
fellow-creatures/ he says, c little or nothing but vinegar 
was my reception when we happened to meet or pass 
near each other — my own blame mainly, so proud, shy, 
poor, at once so insignificant-looking and so grim and 
sorrowful That m “ Sartor ” of the worm trodden on and 
proving a torpedo is not wholly a fable, but did actually 
befall once or twice, as I still with a kind of small, not 
ungenial, malice can remember’ He had, however, 
as was said, nearly a hundred pounds, which he had 
saved out of his earnings , he had a consciousness of 
integrity worth more than gold to him He had 
thrifty* self-denying habits which made him content 
with the barest necessaries, and he resolutely faced his 
position His family, though silently disapproving the 
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step winch he had taken and necessarily anxious about 
him, rendered what help they could Once more the 
Ecclefechan camei brought up the weekly or monthly 
supplies of oatmeal, cakes, butter, and, when needed, 
under gaiments, returning with the dirty linen for 
the mother to wash and mend, and occasional pre- 
sents which weie never forgotten , while Carlyle, 
after a thought of civil engineering, for which his 
mathematical training gave him a passing inclination, 
sate down seriously, if not very assiduously, to study 
law Letters to and from Ecclefechan were constant, 
the earner acting as postman Selections from them 
bring the scene and characters before the reader’s eyes 

Sister Mary, then twelve years old, writes — 

I take this oppoitumty of sending you this scrawl I got 
the hat yon sent with Sandy [brother Alexander], and it fits 
veiy well It was far too good , a worse would have done 
very well Boys and I are employed this winter in waiting 
on the cattle, and are going on very well at present I 
geneially wiite a copy every night, and read a little in the 
4 Cottagers of G-lenburme,’ or some such like , and it shall be 
my earnest desue never to imitate the abominable sluttenes 
of Mis Maclarty The remarks of the author, Mrs Hamil- 
ton, often bung your neat ways m my mmd, and I hope to 
be benefited by them In the mean time, I shall endeavour 
to he a good girl, to be kind and obedient to my parents, 
and obliging to my brothers and sisters Ton will wnte me 
a long lettei when the earner comes back 

The mother was nnweaned in her affectionate solici- 
tude — solicitude for the eternal as well as temporal 
interests of her darling child. 
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Mrs Ca/rlyle to Thomas Carlyle. 


Mamlnll January S, 1819 

Dear Son, — I received yours in due time, and was glad 
to hear yon were well I hope you will be healthier, moving 
about in the city, than in your former way Health is a 
valuable privilege , try to improve it, then The time is short 
Another year has commenced Time is on the wing, and flies 
swiftly Seek God with all your heart , and oh, my dear son, 
cease not to pray foi His counsel in all your ways Feai not 
the world , you will be provided f 01 as He sees meet for you 

As a sincere friend, whom you are always dear to, I beg 
you do not neglect leading a part of youi Bible daily, and 
may the Lord open your eyes to see wondrous things out of 
His law I But it is now two o’clock in the morning, and a 
bad pen, bad ink, and I as bad at writing I will drop it, 
and add no more, but remain 

Tour lovmg mother, 

Peggie Cahlyle 

Carlyle had written a sermon on the salutary effects 
of ‘affliction , 5 as his first exercise m the Divinity 
School He was beginning now, m addition to the 
problem of living which he had to solve, to learn what 
affliction meant He was attacked with dyspepsia, 
which never wholly left him, and m these early years 
soon assumed its most torturing form, like ‘a rat 
gnawing at the pit of his stomach 5 His disorder 
working on his natural irritability found escape *m 
expressions which showed, at any rate, that he was 
attaining a mastery of language The pam made 
him furious , and m such a humour the commonest 
calamities of life became unbearable horrors. 
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I find living here very high (he mote soon after he was 
settled m his lodgings) An hour ago I paid my week’s bill, 
which, though 155 2 d, was the smallest of the three I have 
yet discharged This is an unreasonable sum when I con- 
sider the slender accommodation and the paltry, ill-cooked 
moisel which is my daily pittance There is also a school- 
master right overhead, whose noisy biats give me at tunes 
no small annoyance On a given night of the week he also 
assembles a select numbei of vocal pci formers, whose music, 
as they charitably name it, is now and then so clamorous 
that I almost wished the throats of these sweet singers full 
of molten lead, or any other substance that would stop their 
braying 

But he was not losing heart, and liked so far as he 
had seen into it, his new profession 

The law (he told his mother) is what I sometimes thmk 
I was intended foi naturally I am afraid it takes several 
hundreds to become an advocate , but for this I should 
commence the study of it with gieat hopes of success We 
shall see whether it is possible One of the first advocates 
of the day raised himself fiom being a disconsolate preacher 
to his present eminence Theiefore I enticat you not to be 
uneasy about me I see none of my fellows with whom I 
am very anxious to change places Tell the boys not to let 
them hearts be troubled for me I am a stubborn dog, and 
evil fortune shall not break my heart or bend it either, as I 
hope I know not how to speak about the washing which 
you" offer so kindly. Surely you thought, five years ago, 
that this troublesome washing and baking was all over , and 
now to recommence ! I can scarcely thmk of troubling you , 
yet the clothes are ill- washed heie , and if the box be going 
and coming any way, perhaps you can manage it 
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While law lectures were being attended, the 
difficulty was to live Pupils were a not very effective 
resource, and of his adventures m this department 
Carlyle gave ridiculous accounts. In February, 1819, 
he wrote to his brother — 

About a week ago I briefly dismissed an hlta of private 
teaching A man m the New Town apphed to one Nichol, 
public teachei of mathematics here, for a person to give 
instruction in anthmetic, or something of that soit Nichol 
spoke of me, and I was m consequence directed to call on 
the man next morning I went at the appointed hour, and 
after waiting for a few minutes, was met by a stout, impudent- 
looking man with led whiskers, having much the an of an 
attorney, or some such cieature of that sort As our con- 
versation may give you some insight into these matters, I 
repoit the substance of it ‘I am heie,’ I said, aftei making 
a slight bow, which was just perceptibly returned, ‘by the 
lequest of Mr Nichol, to speak with you, sn, about a mathe- 
matical teacher whom he tells me you want ’ ‘Aye What 
are youi terms ? 5 ‘ Two guineas a month for each hour ’ 
‘ Two guineas a month ! that is peifectly extiavagant ’ ‘ I 
believe it to be the late at which eveiy teacher of respectability 
m Edinburgh officiates, and I 'know it to be the late below 
which I nevei officiate ’ ‘ That will not do foi my friend ’ 
‘ I am sorry that nothing else will do foi me , ’ and I letned 
with considerable dehberation 

Other attempts were not so unsuccessful , one, some- 
times *two, pupils were found ready to pay at the rate 
required Dr Brewster, aftei wards Sir David, dis- 
covered Carlyle and gave him occasional employment 
on his Encyclopaedia He was thus able to earn, as 
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long as the session lasted, about two pounds a week, 
and on this he contrived to live without trenching on 
his capital His chief pleasure was his correspondence 
with his mothei, which never slackened She had 
written to tell him of the death of her sister Mary. 
He replies — 


Edinburgh Monday, March 29, 1819 

My dear Mother, — I am so much obliged to you foi the 
affectionate concern which you express for me m that buef 
letter that I cannot delay to send you a few words byway of 
reply I was affected by the short notice you give me of 
Aunt Mary’s death, and the short reflection with which you 
close it It is true, my deai mother, 4 that we must all soon 
follow her,’ such is the unalterable and not unpleasing doom 
of men Then it is well for those who, at that awful moment 
which is before eve ly one, shall be able to look back with 
calmness and forward with hope But I need not dwell upon 
this solemn subject It is familiar to the thoughts of eveiy 
one who has any thought 

I am rathei afiaid I have not been quite legular m leading 
that best of books which you lecommended to me How- 
ever, last night I was leading upon my favounte Job, and I 
hope to do better in time to come I entieat you to believe 
that I am smceiely desiious of bemg a good man, and 
though we may differ m some few unimportant particulars, 
yet I firmly trust that the same powei which created us with 
imperfect faculties will pardon the errors of eveiy one (and 
none are without them) who seeks truth and ughteousness 
with a simple heart. 

You need not fear my studying too much In fact, my 
prospects are so unsettled that I do not often sit down to 
books with all the zeal I am capable of You are not to 
think I am fretful I have long accustomed my mmd to 
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look upon the future with a sedate aspect, and at any rate 
my hopes have never yet failed me A Fiench author, 
d’Alembert (one of the tew persons who deseive the honoui- 
able epithet of honest man), whom I was lately reading, 
remaiks that one who devoted his life to learning ought to 
carry for his motto, 4 Liberty, Truth, Poverty,’ for he that 
fears the latter can never have the former This should not 
prevent one from using every honest effort to attain a com- 
fortable situation m life , it says only that the best is dearly 
bought by base conduct, and the worst is not worth mourning 
over We shall speak of all these matters more fully m 
summer, for I am meditating just now to come down to sta^ 
a while with you, accompanied with a cargo of books, Italian, 
German, and others You will give me yondei little room, 
and you will waken me every morning about five or six 
o’clock Then such study I shall delve m the gaiden,too, 
and m a word, become not only the wisest but the strongest 
man in those regions This is all clav&r , but it pleases one 
My deal mother, yours most affectionately, 

Thomas Oablyle 


D’Alembert’s name had probably never reached 
Annandale, and Mrs Carlyle could not gather from it 
into what perilous regions her son was travelling 
— but her quick ear caught something m the tone 
which fiightened her 

Oh, my dear, dear son (she answered at once and eagerly), 
I would pray for a blessmg on your learning I beg you 
with all the feehng of an affectionate mother that you would 
study the Word of God, which He has graciously put m our 
hands, that it may powerfully reach our hearts, that we may 
discern it m its true light God made man after His own 
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image, therefore he behoved to be without any imperfect 
faculties Beware, my dear son, of such thoughts , let them 
not dwell on your mmd God foibid I But I daie say you 
will not care to read this scrawl Do make religion your 
great study, Tom , if you repent it, I will bear the blame for 
ever 

Carlyle was thinking as much as his mother of 
religion, but the foim m which his thoughts were run- 
ning was not heis He was painfully seeing that all 
things were not wholly as he had been taught to think 
them, the doubts which had stopped his divinity 
career were blackemng into thunderclouds, and all 
his reflections were coloured by dyspepsia c I was en- 
tirely unknown m Edinburgh circles/ he says, c solitary, 
eating my own heart, fast losing my health too, a prey 
to nameless struggles and misenes, which have yet 
a kind of honoi m them to my thoughts, three weeks 
without any kind of sleep fiom impossibility to be fiee 
of noise 9 In fact he was entering on what he called 
‘the three most miserable ycais of my life I * * * 5 He would 
have been saved fiom much could he have resolutely 
thrown himself into his intended profession, but he 
soon came to hate it, as just then, perhaps, he would 
have hated anything, 

I had thought (he writes m a note somewheie) of at- 
tempting to become an advocate It seemed glorious to me 
for its independency, and I did lead some law books, attend 

Hume’s lectuies on Scotch law, and converse with and 

question various dull people of the practical sorb But it 

and they and the admired lecturing Hume himself appeared 

to me mere denizens of the kingdom of dulness, pointing 
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towards nothing but money as wages foi all that bogpool of 
disgust Hume’s lectuies once done with, I flung the thing 
away for ever 

Men who are out of humour with themselves see 
their own condition reflected in the world outside 
them, and everything seems amiss because it is not 
well with themselves But the state of Scotland and 
England also was well fitted to feed Carlyle’s discontent 
The great war had been followed by a collapse Wages 
were low, food at famine prices Tens of thousands of 
artisans were out of work, their families were starving, 
and they themselves were growing mutinous Even at 
home from his own sternly patient father, who never 
meddled with politics, he heard things not calculated 
to reconcile him to existing arrangements 

I have heard my father say (he mentions), with an im- 
pressiveness which all his peiceptxons carried with them, that 
the lot of a poor man was growing worse, that the world 
would not, and could not, last as it was, but mighty changes, 
of which none saw the end, were on the way In the dear 
years when the oatmeal was as high as ten shillings a stone, 
he had noticed the labourers, I have heard him tell, letrre 
each separately to a brook and there dimk instead of d in ing, 
anxious only to hide it 1 

These early impressions can be traced through the 
whole of Carlyle’s writings , the conviction was forced 
upon him that there was something vicious to the 
bottom m English and Scotch society, and that revolu- 
tion m some form or other lay visibly ahead So long 
as Irving remained m Edinburgh f the condition of the 

1 Bemimscences, vol 1 p 60 
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people* question was tlie constant subject of talk 
between him and Carlyle They were both of them 
aident, radical, indignant at the injustice which they 
witnessed, and as yet unconscious of the difficulty of 
mending it living, howe\ei, he had seen little of 
since they had moved to Edinburgh, and he was left, 
for the most part, alone with his own thoughts There 
had come upon him the tnal which m these day» 
awaits eveiy man of high intellectual gifts and noble 
nature on their fhst actual acquaintance with human 
things — the question, fai deeper than any mere poli- 
tical one, What is this world then, what is this human 
life, over which a just G-od is said to preside, but of 
whose presence or whose providence so few sign& are 
visible ? In happier ages religion silences scepticism 
if it cannot reply to its difficulties, and postpones the 
solution of the mystery to anothei stage of existence 
Bi ought up m a pious family where religion was not 
talked about 01 emotionalised, but was accepted as the 
rule of thought and conduct, himself too instinctively 
upright, puie of heait, and reveient, Cailyle, like hib 
parents, had accepted the Bible as a dncct communica- 
tion from Heaven It made known the will of Grod, 
and the relation m which man stood to his Maker, as 
present facts like a law of nature, the tiuth of it, like 
the truth of gravitation, which man must act upon or 
immediately suffer the consequences But religion, as 
revealed m the Bible, passes beyond present conduct, 
penetrates all forms of thought, and takes possession 
wherever it goes It claims to control the intellect, to 
explain the past, and foretell the future It has entered 
into poetry and ait, and has been the interpreter of 
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history And thus there had grown round it a body of 
opinion, on all varieties of subjects, assumed to be 
authoritative , dogmas which science was contradicting , 
a history of events which it called infallible, yet which 
the canons of evidence, by which other histones are 
tned and tested successfully, declared not to be in- 
fallible at all To the Mamhill household the West- 
minster Confession was a full and complete account of 
the position of mankind and of the Being to whom 
they owed their existence The Old and New Testament 
not only contained all spiritual truth necessary for 
guidance m word and deed, but every fact related m 
them was literally true To doubt was not to mistake, 
but was to commit a sm of the deepest dye, and was a 
sure sign of a corrupted heart Carlyle’s wide study of 
modem literature had shown him that much of this 
had appeared to many of the strongest minds in Europe 
to be doubtful or even plainly incredible Young men 
of genius are the first to feel the growing influences of 
their time, and on Carlyle they fell in their most painful 
form Notwithstanding his pride, he was most modest 
and self-distrustful He had been taught that want of 
faith was sm, yet, like a true Scot, he knew that he 
would peril his soul if he pretended to believe what his 
intellect told him was false If any part of what was 
called Revelation was mistaken, how could he be assured 
of the rest ? How could he tell that the moral part.of 
it, to which the phenomena which he saw round him 
were m plain contradiction, was more than a tf devout 
imagination 5 ? Thus to poverty and dyspepsia there 
had been added the struggle which is always hardest m 
the noblest minds, which Job had known, and David* 

5 — 2 
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and Solomon, and iEschylus, and Shakespeare, and 
Goethe Where are the tokens of His presence ? where 
are the signs of His coming ? Is there, m this universe 
of things, any moral Piovidence at all? or is it the 
product of some force of the nature of which we can 
know nothing save only that * one event comes alike to 
all, to the good as to the evil, and there is no difference * ? 

Commonplace peisons, if assailed by such misgivings, 
thrust them aside, throw themselves into occupation, 
and leave doubt to settle itself Cailyle could not 
The importunacy of the overwhelming problem forbade 
him to settle himself either to law or any other busi- 
ness till he had wiestled down the misgivings which 
had grappled with him The greatest of us have our 
weaknesses, and the Maigaret Gordon business had 
perhaps intertwined itself with the spiritual torment 
The result of it was that Carlyle was extremely miserable, 
* tortured/ as he says, ‘ by the fieaks of an imagination 
of extraoidmary and wild activity 9 

He went home, as he had proposed, after the session, 
but Mamhill was never a less happy home to him than 
it proved this summer He could not conceal, peihaps 
he did not try to conceal, the condition of his mind ; 
and to his family, to whom the truth of their creed was 
no more a matter of doubt than the presence of the sun 
m the sky, he must have seemed as if e possessed/ He 

could not read , he wandered about the moors like a 
* 

restless spirit His mother was m agony about him 
He was her darling, her pride, the apple of her eye, and 
she could not restrain her lamentations and remon- 
strances His father, with supreme good judgment. 
Left him to himself. 
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His toleiance for me, his tiust in me (Carlyle says), was 
great When I declined going foiwaid into the Church, 
though his heart was set upon it, he respected my scruples, 
and patiently let me have my way When I had peremp- 
toiily ceased fiom being a schoolmaster, though he inwardly 
disappioved of the step as rmpiudent and saw me in succes- 
sive summers lmgeimg beside him in sickness of body and 
mind, without outlook towards any good, he had the foibeai- 
ance to say at woist nothing, never once to whisper discon- 
tent with me 

A letter from Irving, to whom he had written com- 
plaining of his condition and of his friend’s silence, 
was welcome at this dreary period 

Edward Irving to Thomas Carlyle 

Edinburgh June 4, 1819 

Dear Sir, — My apology for neglecting you so long is that 
I have been equally negligent of myself By what fatality I 
know not, I have been so entnely devoted to idleness or to 
insignificant employments since you left me, that G-eiman, 
Italian, and every other study, useful 01 senous, has been 
lehnquished Peihaps this renewal of oui intercourse may 
be the date of my awakenmg from my slumber, as the break- 
ing up of our intercourse was the date of its commencement 
To speak of myself, that most grateful of topics, is theiefore 
out of the question , as it would only be to expose the day 
dreams of this my lethaigy to one whose active mind has no 
sympathy with hstlessness and drowsiness, and this subject 
being excluded, where shall I find materials for this lettei ? 

I could detail to you the mineralogy of the Oampsey hills, 
and tell you of the overlying formation of porphyiy above 
the green stone, and of the nearly horizontal bed of lime- 
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stone on the green stone which supplies the greater part of 
Stilling, Dumbarton, and Strath earn, and of a curious quairy 
of stone which is earned fai and neai for building stoves and 
setting giates, with an account of its singular vnbue of 
resisting heat , but well I know you are weaiy unto death 
of such jaigon And I could lelate to you one most senti- 
mental incident that did befall me on that journey, wheieby 
hangs a tale winch might furnish mattci foi a novel or even 
a modem tiagedy , but then I suspect you have aheady put 
me down foi an adventure hunter, which is too neai a stage 
to a story-teller to fall in with my fancy 

Now the truth is, to throw in a word of self-defence, if I 
have a turn foi the romantic, it is not for the vanity of be ing 
the actor of a strange part, or the spouter of a strange tale, 
m the various scenes of the great diama of tins moital state , 
but lather to be a spectator of those who aie so, more espe- 
cially if they be unfortunate withal , and occasionally I con- 
fess to have the privilege of the ancient chorus, of moralising 
a little, or rather not a httle, upon the passing events , and 
occasionally to reach an admonition 01 a consolation to the 
suffering hero 01 heiome of the piece But see, lam letting 
you into some of the vaganes winch came and went across 
my fancy during the internal of apathy which has passed 
away since I was separated flora your conversation for which 
I have not yet found a substitute 

And I could dwell upon the nch harvest of insight into 
chaiacter, winch I gatheied fioru the debates of the Geneial 
Assembly , and of the lack of genius and honesty which 
took from its value, and of ihe lankness and superfluity of 
vulgarity and bad tempei and party zeal, which weie as the 
thistles and ragwoits and tares of the ciop, but that I know 
your mind is mcunous of these things, engaged as it is with 
much higher contemplations 

Of the men of Edinbuigh and their employments I know 
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as little as of those of Canton m China , save that Chnstieson 
rathei inclines to fall m with Loid Landei dale’s views of the 
Bullion question, than the Committee’s, and that he is as 
suie as evei that all men have mistaken the meaning of 
Anstotle — which, it seems, is wonderfully wiapped up in the 
power of the paiticle av — and that Galloway is as lll-bied, 
and stales as full, and wears his hair hanging ovei the ample 
cncumfeience of his globular skull, as usual , like the thatch 
of those round rustic Chinese-roofed cottages which gentle- 
men sometimes plant at the outer gates of their giounds 
As to Dickson, he plays quoits with Chartres, and at times 
with me, and has got his mouth always filled with wit at me 
for admning those beautiful lines of Milton’s Hymn on the 
Nativity . — 

It was no season then for her [nature] 

To wanton with the Sun, her lusty paramour 

I need not tell you where the wit lies , and you know when 
he is primed anything will do foi a match He is just in 
the predicament of a spung-gun m a garden which has ropes 
m every direction — you cannot stir a foot, but twitch goes 
one of its lopes , lound it turns full-mouthed upon you, and, 
hit or miss, off it goes 

Weary not then, my dear Carlyle, of the country I am 
here m the midst of the busy woild, and its business only 
mtenupts me and would vex me if I would let it Fill up 
with the softness of mial beauty, and the smcenty of iural 
maimers, and the contentment of rural life, those strong 
impressions of natuie and of men winch are already m your 
mind , till the pictuies become more mellow and joyous* and 
yield to youiself moie delight m foiming, and to otheis 
moie pleasure m viewing them. 

I would I weie along with you to charm the melancholy 
of solitude, and in )our company to cany my eye into those 



n 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE 


marks of beneficence and love which every part of nature 
exhibits, and win from the contemplation of them a portion 
of that beneficence , so that the restless and evil passions of 
my heart might be charmed if not shamed mto repose, and I 
might go forth again mto the world of busy speech resolved 
to mai the enjoyment of no one, but m my little sphere to 
do all the good it would allow, to wish for a wider sphere, 
and to live m hope of that wider and better existence, which, 
when it is revealed, I pray that you and I and all we love 
and should love may be prepared for 
Don’t be so tardy in writing to me as I have been m 
WTitmg to you Arrange the plan of a correspondence which 
may be useful to us both You proposed it first, and now I 
reckon myself entitled to press it Kemember me kindly to 
your father and mother, and to Sandy and the rest 

Your faithful friend, 

Em aub Trying 
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CHAPTER VL 

A D 1819 2ET 24 

In November Carlyle was back at Edinburgh again, 
with his pupils and his law lectures, which he had not 
yet deserted, and still persuaded himself that he would 
persevere with He did not find his fnend, Irving 
had gone to Glasgow to be assistant to Dr Chalmers , 
and the state of things which he found m the metropolis 
was not of a sort to improve his humour. 

1819 (he says) was the year of the Radical rising m 
Glasgow, and the land of (altogether imaginary) fight 
they attempted on Bonnymuii against the yeomanry — a 
time of great rages and absurd terrors and expectations , a 
very fierce Radical and anti-Radical time, Edinburgh 
endlessly agitated by it all lound me, not to mention 
Glasgow m the distance , gentry people full of zeal and 
foolish teiroi and fuiy, and looking disgustingly busy and 
important Counei hussais would come in fiom the Glasgow 
legion, coveied with mud, breathless, for headquaiteis, as 
you took your walk m Punces Stieet , and you would heai 
old powdeied gentlemen m silver spectacles talking in low- 
toned but exultant voice about 6 Ooidon of tioops, sn,’ as*you 
went along The mass of the people, not the populace 
alone, had a quite diffeient feeling, as if the danger was 
small or imaginary and their grievances dieadfully real, which 
was, with emphasis, my own poor private notion of it One 
bleaied Sunday morning I had gone out, peihaps seven to 
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eight am, for my walk At the nding-house m Nicolson 
Street was a kind of straggly group or small crowd, with red- 
coats interspersed Coming up, I perceived it was the 
Lothian yeomanry tMid 01 East I know not), -just getting 
under way for Glasgow, to be part of 4 the cordon ’ I halted 
a moment, they took the road, veiy ill ranked, not numerous, 
or very dangerous-looking men of war , but there rose 
from the little crowd, by way of farewell cheer to them, the 
strangest shout I have heard human throats utter , not very 
loud, or loud even for the small numbers , but it said, as 
plain as words, and with infinitely more emphasis of smcenty 
4 May the devil go wuth you, ye peculiarly contemptible and 
dead to the distresses of your fellow-creatures’ Another 
morning, months after, spring and sun now come, and the 
4 eoidon,’ &c , all over, I met a gentleman, an advocate, 
slightly of my acquaintance, hurrying along, musket m 
hand, towards 4 the Links,’ there to be dulled as an item of 
the 4 gentlemen volunteers ’ now afoot 4 Ton should have 
the like of this,’ said he, chceuly patting his musket 4 H’m 
yes , but I haven’t yet quite settled on which side I * which, 
probably, he hoped was quiz, though it really evpressed my 
feeling Irvmg, too, and all of us -juniors, had the same 
feeling m different intensities, and spoken of only to one 
another a sense that re\olt against such a load of unveia 
cities, impostures, and quietly mane formalities would one 
day become indispensable — sense winch had a kind of lash, 
fake, and quasi-msolent joy m it , mutiny, revolt, being a 
light matter to the young 1 

The law lectures went on, and Carlyle wrote to his 
mother about his piogress with them 4 The law,’ he 
said, 4 1 find to be a most complicated subject, yet 1 
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like it pretty well, and feel that I shall like it better as 
I proceed Its g*eat charm m my eyes is that no mean 
compliances are requisite for prospering m it 5 To 
Irving he had written a fuller, not yet completely full, 
account of himself, complaining perhaps of his obstruc- 
tions and difficulties Irving’s advice is not what 
would have been given by a cautious attorney He 
admired his fuend, and only wished his great capa- 
bilities to be known as soon as possible 

Edward Irvmg to Thomas Carlyle 

34, Kent Street, Glasgow December 28, 1819 
Dear Carlyle, — I piay that you may piosper m your legal 
studies, piovided only you will give your mind to take in all 
the elements which enter into the question of the obstacles 
But remember, it is not want of knowledge alone that im- 
pedes, but want of instruments for making that knowledge 
available This you know better than I How my view of 
the matter is that your knowledge, likely very soon to sur- 
pass in extent and accuiacy that of most of your compeers, 
xS to be made saleable, not by the usual way of adding fnend 
to fnend, which neithei you nor I aie enough patient of, but 
by a way of your own Known you must be before you can 
be employed Known you will not be for a winning, attach- 
ing, accommodating man, but for an original, commanding, 
and rather self-willed man How establish this last character, 
and you take a far higher giade than any other How are 
you to estabhsh it ? Just by bringing yourself before.the 
public as you aie Fust find vent for your notions Get 
them tongue , upon eveiy subject get them tongue, not 
upon law alone You cannot at present get them either 
utterance or audience by ordinary conveise Your utterance 
is not the most favourable It convinces, but does not per- 
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stiade , and it is only a very few (I can claim place for 
myself) that it fascinates Youi audience is worse They 
aie geneially (I exclude myself) unphilosophical, unthinking 
dnvellers who lay m wait to catch you in your words, and 
who give you little justice m the i coital, because you give 
their vanity 01 self-esteem little justice, or even mercy, in 
the rencounter Therefore, my dear friend, some other way 
is to be sought for Now pause, if you be not convinced of 

this conclusion If you be, we shall proceed If you be not, 
read again, and you will see it just, and as such admit it 
Now what way is to be sought for ? I know no other than 
the piess You have not the pulpit as I have, and where 
peihaps I have the advantage You have not good and 
influential society I know nothing but the press for your 
purpose None are so good as these two, the 4 Edmbuigh 
Review ’ and 4 Blackwood’s Maga/me ’ Do not stait away and 
say, The one I am not fit for, the othei I am not willing for 
Both pleas I refuse The 4 Edinburgh Review ’ you aie pei- 
fectly fit for, not yet upon law, but upon any woik of 
mathematics, physics, geneial lituatuie, hisfoiy, and politics, 
you are as ripe as the average of then wnteis 4 Blackwood’s 
Magazine’ presents bad company, I confess , but it also fui- 
nishes a good field for fugitive wilting, and good mtxoduc- 
tions to society on one side of the question This last advice, 
I confess, is against my conscience, and I am inclined to blot 
it out , foi did I not rest satisfied that you were to use your 
pen for your conscience I would never ask you to use it for 
your living Writers in the encyclopaedias, except of leading 
articles, do not get out fiom the crowd , but waiters m the 
Review come out at once, and obtain the very opinion yon 
want, opinion among the intelligent and active men m every 
rank, not among the sluggish savants alone 
It is easy foi me to advise wdiat many perhaps are as 
ready to advise But I know I have influence, and I am 
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filing to use it Therefore, again let me entreat you to 
begm a new yeai by an effort continuous, not for getting 
knowledge, but for communicating it, that you may gam 
money, and favour, and opinion Do not disembark all your 
capital of thought, and time, and exertion into this concern, 
but disembaik a portion equal to its urgency, and make the 
experiment upon a proper scale If it succeed, the spirit of 
adventure will follow, and you will be ready to embaik more , 
if it fail, no gieat venture was made , no great venture is 
lost the time is not yet come But you will have got a 
more precise view by the failure of the obstacles to be sur- 
mounted, and time and eneigy will give you what you 
lacked Therefoie I advise you as a very sincere fnend, that 
foithwith you choose a topic, not that you are best informed 
on, but that you are most likely to find admittance for, and 
set apart some portion of each day 01 week to this object and 
this alone, leaving the lest fiee for objects piofessional and 
pleasant This is nothing moie than what I uiged at our 
last meeting, but I have nothing to wiite I leckon so im- 
portant Therefoie do take it to thought Depend upon 
it, you will be dehvered by such piesent adventuie fiom 
those harpies of youi peace you aie too much tormented 
with You will get a class with whom society will be as 
pleasant as we have found it together, and you will open up 
ultimate piospects which I tiust no man shall be able to 
close 

I think our town is safe for every leal-hearted man to 
his Maker and to his fellow-men to traverse without fear of 
scaith Such traversing is the wine and milk of my present 
existence I do not wanant against a Kadical rising, though 
I think it vastly improbable But contmue these times a 
year or two, and unless you unmake our present generation, 
and unman them of human feeling and of Scottish intelli- 
gence, you will have commotion It is impossible for them 
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to die of starvation, and they axe making no provision to 
have them removed And vs hat on earth is for them ? God 
and my Saviour enable me to lift their hearts above a world 
that has desei ted them, though they live m its plenty and 
laboui m its toiling seivice, and fi\ them upon a woild 
which, my deal Cailyle, I wish jou and I had the inherit- 
ance in, which we may have if we will But I am not 
going to preach, else I would plunge into another subject 
which I rate above all subjects Yet this should not be ex- 
cluded fiom our communion either 

I am getting on quietly enough, and, if I be defended 
from the errors of my heait, may do pretty well The 
Doctor (Chalmers) is full of acknowledgments, and I onght 
to he full — to a highei souiee 

Yours affectionately, 

Edward Irving 

Carlyle was less eager to give his thoughts ‘ tongue ’ 
than living supposed He had not yet, as he 
expressed it, * taken the Devil by the horns 5 He did 
not mean to trouble the woild with his doubts, and as 
yet he had not much else to trouble it with But he 
was more and more restless Reticence about his 
personal sufferings was at no time one of his vntues. 
Dyspepsia had him by the throat Even the minor 
ailments to which onr flesh is heir, and which most of 
us bear m silence, the eloquence of his imagination 
flung into forms like the temptations of a saint His 
mother had early described him as c gey ill to deal wiY 
and while m great things he was the most considerate 
and generous of men, m trifles he was intolerably 
irritable Dyspepsia accounts for most of it He did 
not know what was the matter with him, and when 
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the fit was severe he drew pictures of his condition 
which tightened everyone belonging to him He 
had sent his family m the middle of the winter 
a report of himself which made them think that 
he was seriously ill His brother John, who had 
now succeeded him as a teacher m Annan School, was 
sent for m haste to Mamhill to a consultation, and 
the result was a letter which shows the touching 
affection with which the Carlyles clung to one 
another 


John A Carlyle to Thomas Carlyle 

Mamhill February, 1820 

I have just arrived from Annan, and we are all so uneasy 
on your account that at the request of my father m particu- 
lar, and of all the rest, I am determined to write to call on 
you foi a speedy answer Your father and mother, and all 
of us, are extremely anxious that you should come home 
directly if possible, if you think you can come without dan- 
ger And we trust that, notwithstanding the bitterness of 
last summer, you will still find it emphatically a home My 
mother bids me call upon you to do so by every tie of affec- 
tion, and by all that is sacred She esteems seeing you 
again and administering comfort to you as hei highest feli- 
city Your father, also, is extremely anxious to see you 
again at home The room is much moie comfoi table than 
it was last season The roads are repaired, and all things 
more convenient , and we all trust that you will yet recover, 
after you shall have inhaled your native breezes and escaped 
once more from the unwholesome city of Edinburgh, and its 
selfish and unfeeling inhabitants In the name of all, then, 
I call upon you not to neglect or lefuse our earnest wishes , 
to come home and experience the comforts of parental and 
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biofcherly affection, winch, though rude and without polish, 
is yet smcexe and honest 

The father adds a postscnpt — 

My dear Tom, — T have been veiy uneasy about you ever 
since we received joui moving letter, and l thought to have 
written to you myself this day and told you all my thoughts 
about your health, which is the foundation and copesbone of 
all our eaithly comfoit But, being particulaily engaged 
this day, I caused John to write Gome home as soon as 
possible, and for ever oblige 

Deal son, your loving father, 

Jambs C velyle 

The fright had been unnecessary Dyspepsia, while 
it toituies body and mmd, does little serious lnjrny 
The attack had passed off A letter fiom Cailyle 
was alieady on the way, m which the illness was 
scaicely noticed it contained little but dnections 
for his bi others’ studies, and an offer of ten pounds 
out of his scantily filled prnse to assist * Sandy ’ on the 
farm With his family it was impossible for him to 
talk freely, and thiough this gloomy time he had but 
one fnend, though this one was of priceless value To 
Irving he had written out his discontent. He was now 
disgusted with law, and meant to abandon it Irving, 
pressed as he was with work, could always afford 
Carlyle the best of his time and judgment 

Edward Irving to Thomas Oao lyle 

Glasgow March 14, 1820 
Since I received your last epistle, which lemmded me of 
some of those gloomy scenes of natuie I have often had the 
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greatest pleasure in contemplating, I have been wrought 
almost to death, hawing had three sermons to write, and one 
ef them a chanty sermon , but I shall make many sacrifices 
before I shall resign the entertainment and benefit I derive 
from our conespondence 

Tour mind is of too penetrating a cast to rest satisfied 
with the frail disguise which the happiness of oidmary life 
has thrown on to hide its nakedness, and I do never augur 
that your nature is to be satisfied with its sympathies In- 
deed, I am convinced that were you translated into the most 
elegant and informed circle of this city, you would find it 
please only by its novelty, and perhaps refresh by its variety , 
but you would be constrained to seek the solid employment 
and the lasting gratification of your mind elsewhere The 
truth is, life is a thing formed foi the average of men, and 
it is only m those parts of our nature which are of average 
possession that it can gratify The higher parts of our 
nature find their entertainment m sympathising with the 
highest efforts of our species, which are, and will continue, 
confined to the closet of the sage, and can never find their 
station in the drawing-rooms of the talking world Indeed, 
I will go higher and say that the highei parts of our nature 
can never have their proper food till they turn to contem- 
plate the excellencies of our Creator, and not only to con- 
template but to imitate them Therefore it is, my dear 
Carlyle, that I exhort you to call m the finer paits of youi 
mind, and to try to present the society about you with those 
more oidmaiy displays which they can enjoy The indiffer- 
ence with which they receive them , 1 and the ignorance with 
which they treat them, operate on the mind like gall and 
wormwood I would entreat you to be comforted m the 
possession of your treasures, and to study more the times 

1 1 e , the tali to which you usually treat your friends 
von I 
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and persons to which jon bring them forth When I say 
your treasures, I mean not joui information so much, which 
they will beat the disphy of for the icwaul and value of it, 
but of your feelings and affections, which, being of finertone 
than theirs, and consequently seeking a keener e\piession, 
they are apt to mistake for a i drake of their own lameness, 
or for intolerance of oidmaiy tilings, and too many of them, 
I fear, foi asperity of mind 

There is just another panacea for your griefs (which are 
not imaginary, but for which I see a real giound in the too 
penetrating and, at times peihaps, too seveie turn of your 
mind) , hut though I judge it bettei and more woithy than 
reserve, it is peihaps moie difficult of practice I mean the 
habit of using our superiority for the information and im- 
provement of otheis This I xeckon both the most dignified 
and the most kmdiy course that one can take, founded upon 
the great principles of human impiovement, mutual com- 
munication, and founded upon what I am wont, or at least 
would wish, to make my pattern, the example of the Saviour 
of men, who enduitd, m His errand of salvation, the contra- 
diction of men Bub I confess, on the othei hand, one 
meets with so few that are apt disciples, or willing to allow 
superiority, that will be constantly lighting with you upon 
the threshold, that it is very heai bless, and forces one to 
reserve And besides, one is so apt to fancy a superiority 
where there is none, that it is likely to pxoduce oveimuch 
self-complacency But I see I am beginning to piose, and 
therefore shall change the subject — with only one remark, 
that your tone of mmd reminds me moie than anything of 
my own when under the sense of gieat religious imperfec- 
tion, and anxiously pursuing after higher Christian attain- 
ments 

I have read your letter again, and, at the nsk of further 
prosing, I shall have anothei hit at its contents You talk 
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of renouncing the law, and yon speak mysteriously of hope 
springing up fiom another quaiter I pray that it may 
soon be turned into enjoyment But I would not have you 
renounce the law unless you coolly think that this new view 
contains those fields of happiness, fiom the want of which 
the piospect of law has become so dieary Law has within 
it scope ample enough for any mind The leformation 
which it needs, and which with so much humour and f eehng 
you describe , 1 is the very evidence of what I say Did 
Adam Smith find the commercial system less encumbeied ? 
(I know he did not find it more) , and see what order the 
mind of one man has made there Such a reformation must 
be wrought m law, and the spirit of the age is manifestly 
bending that way I know none who, from his capacity of 
remembering and digesting facts, and of arranging them 
into general results, is so well fitted as yourself 

With regaid to my own affairs, I am becoming too much 
of a man of business, and too httle a man of contemplation 
I meet with few minds to excite me, many to drain me off, 
and, by the habits of discharging and receiving nothing m 
return, I am run off to the very lees, as you may easily dis- 
cern I have a German master and a class m college I 
have seen neither for a week , such is the state of my engage- 
ments — engagements with I know not what , with preaching 
in St John’s once a week a hasty production, and employing 
the rest of the week in visiting objects from which I can 
learn nothing, unless I were collecting for a new series of 
Tales of my Landloid, which should range among Radicals 
and smugglers 

Dr Chalmers, though a most entire original by himself, 
is surrounded with a very prosaical sort of persons, who 
please me something by their zeal to carry into effect his 

1 Carlyle’s letters to Irving are all unfortunately lost 

a — 2 
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philosophical schemes, and vex me much by their idolatry of 
him Mj comforts are m hem mg the distresses of the 
people, and doing mj mite to lllu ute them They are not 
m the higher walks (I mean as to wealth) m which I am 
permitted to move, nor yet m the gi eater publicity and 
notoriety I en]oy Euiy mmista m Glasgow is an oxacle 
to a certain class of de\otees I would not give one day 
m sohtude or m meditation with a fnend as I have en- 
joyed it often along the sands of Kukcaldy for ages m this 
way . • * 

Yours most truly, 

Edward Irving 

It does not appear what the f other quarter 5 may 
have been on which the piospect was brightening 
Carlyle was not more explicit to his mother, to whom 
he wrote at this time a letter unusually gentle and 
melancholy 

Thomas Cailyle to Mis Omlyle . 

Edinburgh March 29, 1S20 

To you, my dear mother, I know that I can never be 
sufficiently grateful, not only for the common kindness of a 
mother, but foi the unceasing watchfulness with which you 
strove to instil virtuous principles into my young mind , and 
though we aie separated at present, and may be still more 
widely separated, I hope the lessons which you taught will 
never be effaced from my memory I cannot say how I have 
fallen into this tram of thought, but the days of childhood 
arise with so many pleasing recollections, and shine so 
brightly acioss the tempests and inquietudes of succeeding 
times, that I felt unable to resist the impulse 
You aheady know that I am pretty well as to health, and 
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also that I design to visit yon again befoie many weeks 
elapse I cannot say that my prospects have got much 
brighter since I left you , the aspect of the future is still 
as unsettled as it ever was , but some degree of patience is 
behind, and hope, the charmer, that ‘ springs eternal in the 
human breast,’ is yet here likewise I am not of a humour 
to care very much for good or evil fortune, so far as concerns 
myself , the thought that my somewhat uncertain condition 
gives you uneasiness chiefly grieves me Yet I would not 
have you despan of your rile of a boy He will do some- 
thing yet He is a shy stmgy soul, and very hkely has a 
higher notion of his parts than others have But, on the 
othei hand, he is not incapable of diligence He is harmless, 
and possesses the virtue of his country — -thrift , so that, after 
all, things will yet be nght in the end My love to all 

the little ones 

Your affectionate son, 

T Carlyle 

The University term ends early m Scotland The 
expenses of the six months which the students spend 
at college are paid for m many instances by the bodily 
labours of the other six The end of April sees them 
all dispersed, the class rooms closed, the pupils no 
longer obtainable, and the law studies being finally 
abandoned, Carlyle had nothing more to do at Edin- 
burgh, and migrated with the rest He was going 
home, he offered himself for a visit to Irving at 
Glasgow on the way, and the proposal was warmly 
accepted The Irving correspondence was not long 
continued; and I make the most of the letters of so 
remarkable a man which were written while he was still 
himself, before his intellect was clouded. 
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Edward Irving to Thomas Carlyle 

34 Kent Street, Glasgow April 16, 1820 
My dear Carlyle, — Right happy shall I be to have your 
company and conversation foi evei so short a time, and the 
longer the better , and if you could contrive to make your 
visit so that the beginning of the week should be the time of 
youi departure, I could bear you company on your load a 
day’s journey I have just finished my sermon — Saturday 
at six o’clock — at which I have been sitting without inter- 
ruption since ten , but I resolved that you should have my 
letter to-monow, that nothing might prevent your promised 
visit, to which I hold you now altogether bound 
It is very dangerous to speak one’s mind here about the 
state of the country I reckon, however, the Radicals have 
m a manner expatriated themselves fiom the political co- 
opeiation of the better classes , and at the same time, I 
believe there was sympathy enough in the middle and well- 
informed people to have earned a melioration of our political 
evils, had they taken time and legal measures I am very 
sorry foi the poor, they are losing their rehgion, then 
domestic comfort, their pnde of independence, their every- 
thing , and if timeous remedies come not soon, they will sink, 
I fear, into the degradation of the lush peasantry , and if 
that class goes down, then along with it sinks the morality 
of eveiy other class We are at a complete stand here , a 
sort of military glow has taken all lanks They can see the 
houses of the poor ransacked for arms without uttering the 
pool tribute of an mteijection of grief on the fallen great- 
ness of those who brought m our Reformation and our civil 
libeity, and they will hardly suffer one sympathising word 
from anyone Dr Chalmers takes a safe course in all these 
difficulties The truth is, he does not side with any party 
He has a few pohtical nostrums so peculiar that they serve to 
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detach his ideal mind both from Whigs and Tories and 
Radicals — that Britain would have been as flourishing and 
full of capital though there had been round the island a 
biazen wall a thousand cubits high , that the national debt 
does us neither good nor ill, amounting to nothing more 01 
less than a mortgage upon property, &c The Whigs dare 
not speak The philanthropists are so much taken up each 
with his own locality as to take little chaige of the general 
concern , and so the Tories have room to rage and talk big 
about armaments and pikes and battles They had London 
well fortified yesteiday by the Radicals, and so forth 

Now it will be like the ummprisomng of a bud to come 
and let me have free talk Not that I have anything to say 
m favour of Radicalism, for it is the very destitution of 
philosophy and religion and pohtical economy , but that 
we may lose ourselves so delightfully in reveries upon the 
emendation of the State, to which, m fact, you and I can 
bring as little help as we could have done against the late 
inundation of the Vallois 

I like the tone of your last letter , for, remember, I read 
your very tones and gestures, at this distance of place, 
through your letter, though it be not the most diaphanous 
of bodies I have no more fear of your final success than 
Noah had of the Deluge ceasing , and though the first dove 
returned, as you say you are to return to your father’s 
shelter, without even a leaf, yet the next time, believe me, 
you shall letum with a leaf , and yet another time, and you 
shall take a flight who knows where ? But of this and other 
things I delay fuithei parley 

Yours affectionately, 

Edward Irving 


Carlyle went to Glasgow, spent several days there, 
and noted, according to his habit, the outward signs of 
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men and things He saw the Glasgow merchants m 
the Tontine, he observed them, fine, clean, opulent with 
their shining bald crowns and serene white heads, 
sauntering about or reading their newspapers He 
criticised the dresses of the young ladies, for whom he 
had always an eye, remarking that with all their 
charms they had less taste m their adornments than 
were to be seen m Edinburgh drawing-rooms He 
saw Chalmers too, and heard him preach ‘Never 
preachei went so into one’s heart 9 Some private talk, 
too, there was with Chalmers, ‘the Doctor’ explaining 
to him ‘some new scheme for proving the truth of 
Christianity,’ f all written m us already m sympathetic 
ink , Bible awakens it, and you can read 9 

But the chief interest m the Glasgow visit lies less 
m itself than m what followed it — a conversation 
between two young, then unknown men, strolling alone 
together over a Scotch moor, seemingly the most 
trifling of incidents, a mere feather floating before the 
wind, yet, like the feather, marking the direction of 
the invisible tendency of human thought Carlyle 
was to walk home to Ecclefechan. Irving had agreed 
to accompany him fifteen miles of his road, and then 
leave him and return They started early, and break- 
fasted on the way at the manse of a Mr French. 
Carlyle himself tells the rest 1 

Drumclog Moss is the next object that survives, and 
Irving and I sitting by ourselves under the silent bright 
skies among the 4 peat hags ’ of Drumclog with a world all 
silent round us These peat hags are still pictuied m me , 

1 Reminiscences, vol i p 177 
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brown bog all pitted and broken into heathy remnants and 
bare abrupt wide holes, fom or six feet deep, mostly dry at 
present , a flat wilderness of broken bog, of quagmire not to 
be trusted (probably wetter m old days then, and wet still at 
rainy seasons) Clearly a good place for Cameroman preach- 
ing, and dangerously difficult for Claverse and horse soldiery 
if 6 the suffering remnant ’ had a few old muskets among them f 
Scott’s novels had given the Claverse skirmish here, which 
all Scotland knew of already, a double interest in those days 
I know not that we talked much of this , but we did of many 
things, peihaps more confidentially than ever before , a col- 
loquy the sum of which is still mournfully beautiful to me 
though the details are gone I remember us sitting on the 
brow of a peat hag, the sun shining, our own voices the one 
sound Far, far away to the westward over our brown horizon, 
toweied up, white and visible at the many miles of distance, 
a high irregular pyramid 6 Ailsa Craig ’ we at once guessed, 
and thought of the seas and oceans over yonder But we did 
not long dwell on that — we seem to have seen no human 
creature, after French, to have had no bother and no need of 
human assistance or society, not even of refection, French’s 
breakfast perfectly sufficing us The talk had grown evei 
friendlier, more interesting At length the declining sun 
said plainly, you must part We sauntered slowly into the 
Glasgow Muirkirk highway Masons were building at a 
wayside cottage near by, or were packing up on ceasing for 
the day We leant our backs to a dry stone fence, and 
looking into the western radiance continued m talk yet a 
while, loth both of us to go It was 311st here as the sunwas 
sinking, Irving actually drew from me by degrees, m the 
softest maimer, the confession that I did not think as he of 
the Christian religion, and that it was vain for me to expect 
I ever could or should This, if this was so, he had pre- 
engaged to take well of me like an elder brother, if I 
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would be frank with him, and right loyally he did so, and to 
the end of his life we needed no concealments on that head, 
which was really a step gained 
The sun was about setting when we turned away each on 
his own path Irving would have a good space further to 
go than I, perhaps fifteen or seventeen miles, and would not 
be in Kent Street till towards midnight But he feared no 
amount of walking, enjoyed it lathei, as did I m those young 
years I felt sad, but affectionate and good, m my clean, 
utteily quiet little inn at Muirkirk, which and my feelings 
m it I still well remember An innocent little Glasgow 
youth (young bagman on his first journey, I supposed) had 
talked awhile with me in the otherwise solitary little sitting 
100m At paitmg he shook hands, and with something of 
sonow m his tone said , 4 Good night I shall not see you 
again.’ I was off next morning by foui o’clock. 
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CHAPTER VII 
AD 1820 JET 25 

Nothing farther has to be recoided of Carlyle s history 
for some months He remained quietly through the 
spring and summer at Mamhill, occupied chiefly m 
reading He was beginning his acquaintance with 
German literature, his friend Mr Swan, of Knkcaldy, 
who had correspondents at Hamburg, providing him 
with books He was still wilting small articles, too, 
for ‘Brewster’s Encyclopaedia unsatisfactory woik, 
though better than none 

I was timorously aiming towards literature (he says, 
perhaps m consequence of living’s uigency) I thought in 
audacious moments I might perhaps earn some trifle that 
way by honest labour, somehow to help my finance , but in 
that too I was painfully sceptical (talent and opportunity 
alike doubtful, alike incredible to me, poor downpressed 
soul), and m fact there came little enough of pioduce or 
finance to me fiom that source, and for the first years abso- 
lutely none, m spite of my diligent and despeiate efforts, 
which are sad to me to think of even now Adi labores 
Tes, but of such a futile, dismal, lonely, dim, and chaotic 
land, m a scene all ghastly chaos to me Sad, dim, ^nd 
ugly as the shore of Styx and Phlegetkon, as a nightmare 
dieam become leal No more of that , it did not conquer 
me, or quite kill me, thank God 1 

1 Reminiscences, vol 1 p 143 



92 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE 


August brought Irving to Annan for his summer 
holidays, which opened possibilities of companionship 
again Mamhill was but seven miles off, and the 
friends met and wandered together m the Mount 
Annan woods, Irving steadily cheering Carlyle with 
confident promises of ultimate success In September 
came an offer of a tutorship m a * statesman’s 5 1 family, 
which Irving urged him to accept 

You live too much m an ideal woild (Irving said), and 
you aie likely to be punished foi it by an unfitness foi piac- 
tical life It is not your fault but the misfortune of your 
circumstances, as it has been in a less degree of my own 
This situation will be more a remedy for that than if you 
were to go back to Edmbuigh Try your hand with the 
respectable llhteiate men of middle life, as I am doing at 
present, and perhaps m their honesty and hearty kindness 
you may be taught to foi get, and peihaps to undervalue the 
splendouis, and envies, and competitions of men of literature 
I think you have within you the ability to rear the pillais of 
your own immortality, and, what is more, of youi own happi- 
ness, fiom the basis of any level m life, and I would always 
have any man destined to influence the interests of men, to 
have lead these interests as they are disclosed m the mass of 
men, and not in the few who are lifted upon the eminence 
of life, and when theie too often foiget the man to ape the 
ruler or the monarch All that is valuable of the literary 
caste you have m their writings Then eonveisations, I am 
told, are full of jealousy and reserve, or, perhaps to cover 
that reserve, of trifling 

Irving’s judgment was perhaps at fault m this 

1 ‘Statesman,* or smaU freeholder farming his o*vrn land, common 
still in Cumberland, then spread over the noithern counties 
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advice Carlyle, proud, irritable and impatient as 
he was, could not have remained a week m such a 
household His ambition (downtrodden as he might 
call himself) was greater than he knew He may 
have felt like Halbert Grlendmnmg when the hope 
was held out to him of becoming the Abbot’s head 
keeper — ‘a body servant, and to a lazy pnest p At 
any rate the proposal came to nothing, and with the 
winter he was back once more at his lodgings m 
Edinburgh, determined to fight his way somehow, 
though m what direction he could not yet decide or 
see. 


Thomas Carlyle to Alexander Carlyle 

Edinburgh December 5 , 1820 

I sit down with the gieatest pleasure to answer your 
most acceptable lettei The warm affection, the generous 

sympathy displayed m it go near the heart, and shed over 
me a meek and kindly dew of brotheily love more refreshing 
than any but a wandenng foJorn mortal can well imagine 
Some of youi expiessions affect me almost to weakness, I 
might say to pam, if I did not hope the course of events 
will change oui feelings fiom anxiety to congratulation, fiom 
soothing adveisity to adorning prosperity I marked your 
disconsolate look It has often since been painted m tne 
mind’s eye , but believe me, my boy, these days will pass 
over We shall all get to lights m good time, and long 
after, cheer many a winter evening by lecalhng such pensive, 
but yet amiable and manly thoughts to our minds And m 
the meanwhile let me utterly sweep away tne vam feai of 
our forgetting one another Theie is less danger of this 
than of anything We Carlyles are a clannish people because 
we have all something original m oui formation, and find 
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therefore less than common sympathy with others , so that 
we are constrained, as it were, to diaw to one another, and 
to seek that fuendship in our own blood which we do not 
find so readily elsewhere Jack and I and you will respect 
one another to the end of our lives, because I piedict that 
our conduct will be woithy of respect, and we will love one 
another, because the feelings of our young days — feelings 
impressed most deeply on the young heait — are all mtei- 
twmed and united by the tenderest yet strongest ties of our 
nature But independently of this your fear is vain Con- 
tinue to cultivate your abilities, and to behave steadily and 
quietly as you have done, and neither of the two literati 1 are 
likely to find many persons moie qualified to appreciate their 
feelings than the fanner their brother G-ieek words and 
Latin are fine things, but they cannot hide the emptiness 
and lowness of many who employ them 
Brewster has printed my article He is a pushing man 
and speaks encouragingly to me Tait (the bookseller) is 
loud m his kind anticipations of the grand things that are 
in store for me But in fact I do not lend much ear to 
those gentlemen I feel quite sick of this drivelling state of 
painful idleness I am gomg to be patient no longer, but 
quitting study or leavmg it m a secondary place I feel deter- 
mined , as it were, to find something stationary, some local 
habitation and some name for myself, ere it be long I shall 
turn and try all things, be diligent, be assiduous m season 
and out of season to effect this prudent purpose , and if 
health stay with me I still trust I shall succeed At worst 
it is. but narrowing my views to suit my means I shall 
enter the writing life, the mercantile, the lecturing, any life 
in short but that of country schoolmaster , and even that 
sad refuge from the storms of fate lather than stand here m 


1 His brother John and himself 
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fngid impotence, the powers of my mind all festering and 
corroding each other in the miserable strife of inward will 
against outward necessity 

I lay out my heart before you, my boy, because it is 
solacmg foi me to do so , but I would not have you think 
me depressed Bad health does indeed depress and under- 
mine one more than all other calamities put together , but 
with care, which I have the best of all leasons for taking, 
I know this will in time get out of danger Steady then, 
steady 1 as the drill-seigeants say Let us be steady unto 
the end In due time we shall reap if we faint not Long 
may you contmue to cherish the manly feelings which you 
express in conclusion They lead to lespectabihty at least 
from the world, and, what is far better, to sunshine within 
which nothing can destioy or eclipse 

In the same packet Carlyle encloses a letter to his 
mother 

I know well and feel deeply that you entertain the most 
solicitous anxiety about my temporal, and still more about 
my eternal welfaie , as to the former of which, I have still 
hopes that all your tenderness will yet be repaid , and as to 
the lattei, though it becomes not the human worm to boast 
I would fam persuade you not to entertain so many doubts 
Your character and mine are far more similar than you 
imagine , and our opinions too, though clothed m different 
gaibs, are, I well know, still analogous at bottom I respect 
your religious sentiments and honour you for feeling th^m 
more than if you were the highest woman m the woild 
without them Be easy, I entreat you, on my account , the 
world will use me better than before , and if it should not, 
let us hope to meet in that upper country, when the vain 
fever of life is gone by, m the country where all daikness 
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shall be light, and where the exercise of onr affections will 
not be thwarted by the mfiimities of human nature any 
more Brewster will give me articles enough Meanwhile 
my living heie is not to cost me anything, at least foi a season 
moie or less I have two hours of teaching, which both gives 
me a call to walk and bungs in four guineas a month. 

Again, a few weeks later — 

Thomas Carlyle to Mrs Carlyle 

January 30, 1821 

My employment, you aie aware, is still very fluctuating 
and uncei tam, but this I trust will impiove I am advancing, 
I think, though leisurely, and at last I feel no insuperable 
doubts (at least when healthy) of getting honest bread, which 
is all I want For as to fame and all that, I see it already 
to be nothing better than a meteor, a will-o’-the-wisp which 
leads one on thiough quagmires and pitfalls to catch an 
object which, when we have caught it, turns out to be 
nothing I am happy to think in the meantime that you 
do not feel uneasy about my futuie destiny Piovidence, as 
you obseive, will oidei it bettei oi worse, and with His 
awaid, so nothing mean or wicked he before me, I shall 
study to rest satisfied 

It is a stiiking thing, and an alarming to those who are 
at ease m the woild, to think how many living beings that 
had breath and hope within them when I left Ecclefechan 
are now numbered with the clods of the valley ! Surely 
there is something obstmately stupid in the heart of man, 
or the flight of threescore years, and the poor joys or pooler 
cares of this our pilgrimage would never move as they do 
Why do we fiet and murmur, and toil, and consume ourselves 
for objects so transient and frail ? Is it that the soul living 
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heie as m her prison-house stnves aftei something boundless 
like herself, and finding it nowhere still lenews the scaich ? 
Surely we are fearfully and wonderfully made But I must 
not pursue these speculations, though they force themselves 
upon us sometimes even without our asking 

To his family Carlyle made the best of his situation ; 
and indeed, so far as outward circumstances were 
concerned, there was no special cause for anxiety His 
farmhouse training had made him indifferent to 
luxuries, and he was earning as much money as he 
required It was not here that the pinch lay , it was 
m the still uncompleted c temptations m the wilder- 
ness, 9 m the mental uncertainties which gave him 
neither peace or respite He had no friend m Edin- 
burgh with whom he could exchange thoughts, and 
no society to amuse or distiact him And those who 
knew his condition best, the faithful Irving especially, 
became seriously alarmed foi him So keenly Irving 
felt the dangei, that m December he even united 
Carlyle to give up Edinburgh and be his own guest for 
an indefinite time at Glasgow 

Ton make me too piond of myself (he wrote) when you 
connect me so much with youi happiness Would that I 
could contubute to it as I most fondly wish, and one of the 
richest and most poweiful minds I know should not now be 
strugg lin g with obscurity and a thousand obstacles And 
yet if I had the power I do not see by what means I should 
cause it to be known , your mind, unfortunately for its pie- 
sent peace, has taken in so wide a range of study as to be 
almost incapable of piofessional tiammels , and it has 
nourished so uncommon and so unyielding a character, as 
von x* 7 
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first unfits you foi, and then disgusts you with, any accom- 
modations which for so cultivated and so fertile a mmd 
would easily piocuie favoui and pafcionage The lace which 
you have lun these last >eais pains me even to think upon 
it, and if it should be continued a little longei, I pray God 
to give you stiength to enduie it We calculate upon 
seeing you at Chiistmas, and till then you can think of 
what I now piopose — that instead of wearying youiself with 
endless vexations winch aie moie than you can bear, you 
will consent to spend not a few weeks, but a few months, heie 
undei my loof, wheie enjoying at least wholesome conven- 
tion and the sight of real fuends, you may undertake some 
liteiaiy employment which may present you in a fairei aspect 
to the pubhc than any you have hitherto taken befoie them 
Now I know it is quite Scottish for you to lefuse this upon 
the scoie of troubling me but tiouble to me it is none , and 
if it were a thousand times moie, would I not esteem it well 
bestowed upon you and most highly rewarded by youi com- 
pany and conversation ? I should esteem it an honour that 
youi fiist sally in aims went foith from my habitation 

Well might Carlyle cherish Irving’s memory 
Never had he or any man a truer-hearted, more 
generous friend The offer could not be accepted 
Carlyle was determined before all things to earn his 
own bread, and he would not abandon his pupil work 
Christmas he did spend at Glasgow, but he was soon 
back again He was corresponding now with London 
booksellers, offering a complete translation of Schiller 
for one thing, to which the answer had been an abrupt 
No Captain Basil Hall, on the other hand, having 
heard of Carlyle, tried to attach him to himself, as a 
sort of scientific companion on easy terms — Carlyle 
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to do obseivations which Captain Hall was to send to 
the Admiralty as his own, and to have m return the 
advantage of philosophical society, &c, to which his 
answei had m like mannei been negative His letters 
show him still suffering fiom mental fever, though 
with glimpses of purer light 

Thomas Cailyle to John Cailyle 

Edinburgh March 9, 1821 

It is a shame and misery to me at this age to be gliding 
about m strenuous idleness, with no hand m the game of hfe 
wheie I have yet so much to win, no outlet for the lcstless 
faculties winch are thus up m mutiny and slaying one 
another for lack of fair enemies I must do or die then, as 
the song goes Edmbuigh, with all its diawbachs, is the 
only scene for me In the countiy I am hke an alien, a 
stranger and pilgrim from a far-distant land I must 
endeavour most sternly, for this state of things cannot last, 
and if health do but revisit me as I know she will, it shall 
eie long give place to a bettei If I grow seriously ill, 
mdeed, it will be diffeient , but when once the weather is 
settled and dry, exeicise and care will lestore me completely 
I am consideiably cleaier than I was, and I should have been 
still more so had not this afternoon been wet, and so pie- 
vented me from bieathing the air of Arthur’s Seat, a moun- 
tain close beside us, wheie the atmosphere is pure as a 
diamond, and the prospect giandei than any you ever saw 
The blue majestic eveilastmg ocean, with the Fife fylfe 
swelling gradually into the Grampians behind , rough crags 
and rude precipices at our feet (where not a hillock rears its 
head unsung), with Edmbuigh at their base clustering 
proudly ovei her rugged foundations, and coveimg with a 
vapoury mantle the jagged black venerable masses of stone- 

7—2 
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work that stretch far and wide and show like a city of Fany- 
land I saw it all laefc evening when the sun was going 
down, and the moon’s fine crescent, like a pietty silver crea- 
ture as it is, was liding quietly above me Such a sight 
does one good But I am leading you astiay after my 
fantasies when I should be inditing plain prose 

The gloomy period of Carlyle’s life — a period on 
which he said that he ever looked back with a kind of 
horror — was drawing to its close, this letter among 
other symptoms showing that the natural strength of 
his intellect was asserting itself Better prospects were 
opening , more regular literary employment , an offer, 
if he chose to accept it, from his friend Mr Swan, of a 
tutorship at least more satisfactory than the Yorkshire 
one His mother’s affection was more precious to him, 
however simply expiessed, than any other form of earthly 
consolation 


Mrs Carlyle to Thomas Carlyle 

MamhiU March 21, 1821 

Son Tom — I received your kind and pleasant letter No- 
thing is more satisfying to me than to heai of your welfare 
Keep up your heart, my brave boy You ask kindly after 
my health I complain as little as possible When the day 
is cheerier, it has a great effect on me But upon the whole 
I am as well as I can expect, thank God I have sent a 
little butter and a few cakes with a box to bring home your 
clothes Send them all home that I may wash and sort 
them once more Oh, man, could I but write ! I’ll tell ye 
a’ when we meet, but I must in the meantime content my- 
self Do send me a long letter , it revives me greatly and 
tell me honestly if you read your chapter e’en and mom, lad 



CORRESPONDENCE WITH IRVING toi 

Yon mind I bod if not your hand, I hod your foot of it 
Tell me if there is anything yon want in particular I must 
run to pack the box, so I am 

Youi affectionate mother, 

Margaret Carlyle 

Irving was still anxious To him Carlyle laid him- 
self bare m all his shifting moods, now complaining, 
now railing at himself for want of manliness Irving 
soothed him as he could, always a\oidmg pieachment 

I see (he wrote ) 1 you have much to bear, and peihaps it 
may be a time befoie you clear youiself of that sickness of 
the heart which afflicts you , but strongly I feel assured it 
will not mastei you, that you will nse strongly above it and 
reach the place your genius destines you to Most falsely 
do you judge yourself when you seek such degiadmg simili- 
tudes to repiesent what you call your ‘ whining ’ And I 
piay you may not again talk of youi distresses m so desperate, 
and to me disagreeable, manner My dear Sir, is it to be 
doubted that you are suffering grievously the want of spnitual 
communion, the bread and water of the soul ? and why, 
then, do you, as it were, mock at your calamity or treat it 
jestingly ? I declare this is a soie offence You altogether 
mistake at least my feelrng if you think I feel anything but 
the kindest sympathy m your case, in which sympathy I am 
sure there is nothing degrading, either to you or to me 
Else were I degraded every time I visit a sick bed m endea- 
vouring to draw forth the case of a sufferer from his own 
bps that I may if possible administer some spnitual consola- 
tion But oh i I would be angry, or rather I should have a 
shudder of unnatural feeling, if the sick man were to make 


i March 15, 1821 
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a mockeiy to me of his case 01 to dende himself foi making 
it known to any physician of body or mind Excuse my 
freedom, Carlyle I do this in justification of my own state 
of mind towards your distress I feel for your condition as 
a brother would feel, and to see you silent about it were the 
greatest access of painful emotion which you could cause me 
I hope soon to look back with you ovei this scene of trials 
as the soldier does over a haid campaign, or the restored 
captives do over then days of impiisonmenfc 

Again, on the receipt of some bettei account of his 
friend’s condition, Irving wrote on April 26 — 

I am beginning to see the dawn of that day when you 
shall be plucked by the hteraiy world fiom my solitaiy, and 
theiefore more clear, admnation , and when from almost a 
monopoly I shall have nothing but a mere shied of your 
praise They will unearth you, and for youi sake I will 
rejoice, though for my own I may regret But I shall 
always have the pleasant supenority that I was your friend 
and admner, through good and thiough bad leport, to con- 
tinue, so I hope, unto the end Yet our honest Demosthenes, 1 
or shall I call him Chrysostom (Boanerges would fit him 
bettei), seems to have caught some glimpse of your inner 
man, though he had few oppoitumties , for he nevei ceases 
to be inquiring after you You will soon shift your quarteis, 
though for the present I think youi motto should be, 6 Better 
a wee bush than na bield ’ If you axe going to reveit to 
teaching again, which I heartily depiecate, I know nothing 
better than Swan’s conception, although success in it depends 
mainly upon offset and address, and the studying of humours, 
which, though it be a good enough way of its kind, is not 
the way to which I think you should yet condescend 


1 Dr Chalmers 
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Friends and family might console and advise, but 
Carlyle himself could alone conqnei the spmtual 
maladies which were the real cause of his distiaction 
In June of this year 1821 was transacted what m 
* Sartor Eesaitus ’ he describes as his 4 conversion, 5 or 
c new birth, 5 when he 4 authentically took the Devil by 
the nose, 5 when he began to achieve the convictions, 
positive and negative, by which the whole of his later 
life was governed 

Nothing m 4 Sartoi Re^artus 5 (he says) is fact , symboli- 
cal myth all, except that of the incident m the Rue St 
Thomas de 1’Enfei, which occuired quite hteially to myself 
m Leith Walk, during three weeks of total sleeplessness, m 
which almost my one solace was that of a daily bathe on the 
sards between Leith and Portobello Incident was as I went 
down , coming up I generally felt refieshed foi the hour I 
remember it well, and could go stiaight to about the place 

As the incident is thus authenticated, I may boirow 
the words m which it is described, opening, as it does, 
a window into Carlyle’s inmost heait 

Shut out from hope in a deeper sense than we yet dream 
of (for as the piofessor wanders weansomely through this 
woild, he has lost all tidings of anothei and a higher), full 
of religion, or at least of religiosity, as our fuend has since 
exhibited himself, he hides not that in those days he was 
totally irreligious 4 Doubt had daikcned into unbelief,’ 
says he 4 shade after shade goes giiml} ovei your soul, till 
you have the fixed starless Tartaiean black 5 To such 
readeis as have reflected (what can be called lcflecting) on 
man’s life, and happily discoveied, in conti adiction to much 
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profit and less philosophy, that soul is not synonymous with 
stomach, who understand, therefore, m our friend’s words, 
‘that foi man’s well-being faith is properly the one thing 
needful, how with it martyrs, otherwise weak, can cheerfully 
endure the shame and the cross, and without it worldlings 
puke up their sick existence by suicide m the midst of 
luxury , ’ to such it will be clear that for a pure moral nature 
the loss of his religious belief was the loss of everything 
Unhappy young man » All wounds, the crush of long-con- 
tmued destitution, the stab of false friendship and of false 
love, all wounds m thy so genial heart, would have healed 
again, had not its life-warmth been withdrawn Well might 
he exclaim in his wild way ‘ Is there no God then ? but, at 
best, an absentee God sitting idle evei since the first Sabbath, 
at the outside of his umveise, and seemg it go ? Has the 
word “ duty ” no meaning ? Is what we call Duty no divine 
messenger and guide, but a false earthly fantasm, made up 
of desire and fear, of emanations fiom the gallows and Dr 
Graham’s celestial bed ? Happiness of an approving con- 
science ! Did not Paul of Tarsus, whom admiring men have 
since named samt, feel that he was the chief of sinners , and 
Hero of Rome, jocund in spirit, spend much of his time m 
fiddling ? Fooksh woidmongei and motive grinder, who in 
thy logic mill hast an earthly mechanism foi the godlike 
itself, and wouldst fam grind me out virtue fiom the husks 
of pleasure I tell thee Hay ! To the unregeneiate Pro- 
metheus Vinctus of a man, it is ever the bitteiest aggrava- 
tion of his wretchedness that he is conscious of virtue, that 
he feels himself the victim not of suffering only, bat of in- 
justice What then ? Is the heroic inspiration we name 
Yirtue but some passion, some bubble of the blood bubbling 
in the direction others piofit by ? I know not , only this I 
know If what thou namest Happiness is our tiue aim, 
then aie we all astray With stupidity and sound digestion 
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man may front much But what in these dull unimaginative 
days are the teirors of conscience to the diseases of the liver T 
Not on morality but on cookeiy let us build our stronghold 
Then brandishing our frying-pan as censer, let us offer sweet 
incense to the Devil, and hve at ease on the fat things he 
has provided for his elect ! ’ 

Thus has the bewildered wanderer to stand, as so many 
have done, shouting question after question into the Sibyl- 
cave of destiny, and receive no answer but an echo No 
pillar of cloud by day and no pillar of file by night any 
longei guides the pilgnm To such length has the spirit of 
inquiry carried him 4 But what boots it ? ’ cries he , ‘it is 
but the common lot m this era Not having come to spun- 
tual majority pnoi to the 4 Siecle de Louis Qumze,’ and not 
being bom purely a loghead, thou hadst no other outlook 
The whole world is like thee sold to unbehef Their old 
temples of the godhead, which for long have not been ram- 
proof, crumble down , and men ask now, where is the god- 
head , our eyes never saw him ’ 

Pitiful enough were it for all these wild utterances to 
call our Diogenes wicked Unprofitable servants as we all 
are, perhaps at no era of his life was he moie decisively the 
servant of goodness, the sei vant of Grod, than even now when 
doubting God’s existence 4 One cncumstance I note,’ says 
he , 4 after all the nameless woe that Inquiry, which for me, 
what it is not always, was genuine love of truth, had wiought 
me, I nevertheless still loved Tiuth, and would bate no jot 
of my allegiance to her * 4 Truth 1 ’ I cued, 4 though the 
heavens crush me for following her no Falsehood ! though 
a whole celestial Lubbeiland were the puce of apostasy ’ In 
conduct it was the same Had a divine messengei fiom the 
clouds, 01 miraculous handwriting on the wall, convincingly 
proclaimed to me This thou shall do , with what passionate 
readiness, as I often thought, would I have done it, had it 
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been leaping into the infernal fire Thus m spite of all 
motne gnnders and mechanical profit and loss philosophies, 
with the sick ophthalmia and hallucination they had hi ought 
on, was the infinite natuie of duty still dimly present to me 
living without God in the woild, of God’s hght I was not 
utteily beieft If my as yet sealed eyes with their unspeak- 
able longing could nowhere see Him, nevertheless m my 
heart he was present, and his Heaven-wiitten law still stood 
legible and sacied there ’ 

Meanwhile, under all these tabulations and temporal 
and spintual destitutions, what must the wandeier in his 
silent soul have endured t 

The painfullest feeling (writes he), is that of youi own 
feebleness , even as the English Milton says, 6 to be weak is 
the true miseiy ’ And yet of youi strength there is and can 
be no clear feeling, save by what you have prospeied in, by 
what you have done Between vague wavering capability 
and fixed indubitable peifoimance, what a difference ! A 
certain maiticulate self-consciousness dwells dimly in us, 
which only our works can render articulate and decisively 
discernible Our woiks are the minor wherein the spmt 
first sees its natural lineaments Hence, too, the folly of 
that impossible precept, Know thyself, \ till it be translated 
into this partially possible one, Know what thou canst 
work at 

But foi me, so strangely unprosperous had I been, the 
net lesult of my workings amounted as yet simply to— 
nothing How, then, could 1 believe in my strength when 
there was as yet no mirror to see it in ? Ever did this agi- 
tating, yet, as I now preceive, quite frivolous question remain 
to me insoluble Hast thou a certain faculty, a certain 
worth, such as even the most have not , or art thou the 
completest dullard of these modem times ? Alas, the fearful 
unbelief is unbelief in youiself , and how could I beheve ? 
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Had not my fiist last faith m mjbclf, when even to me the 
Heavens seemed laid open, and I daied to love, neen all too 
ciuelly belied ? The speculative mysteiy of life grew ever 
more mysterious to me neithei m the practical mystery 
had I made the slightest progiess, but been eveiywhere 
buffeted, foiled, and contemptuously cast out A feeble un it 
in the middle of a threatening infinitude, I seemed to have 
nothing given me but ejes whereby to discern my own 
wretchedness Invisible yet impenetrable walls, as of en- 
chantment, divided me fiom ill living Now when I looked 
back it was a stiange isolation I then lived m The men 
and women lound me, even speaking with me, wem but 
figures, I had piactically foigotten that they weie alne, 
that they weie not meielv automatic In the midst of their 
crowded streets and assemblages, I walked solitaiy, and (ex- 
cept as it was my own heart, not another’s, that I kept de- 
vouring), savage also as the tigei m his jungle Some 
comfort it would h i\ e been could I, like Faust, have fancied 
myself tempted and tormented of the devil , foi a hell as I 
imagine, without life, though only diabolic life, were moie 
fughtful but m oui age of downpulling and disbelief, the 
veiy deul has been pulled down, you cannot so much as 
beheve in a devil To me the umveise was all \ oid of life, 
of puipose, of volition, even of hostility it was one Huge, 
dead, immeasuiable steam-engine, lolling on in its dead 
indifference, to gund me hmb from limb Oh, the vast, 
gloomy, solitaiy Golgotha and mill of death 1 Why was the 
hung banished thithei companionless, conscious ? Why, if 
theie is no devil, nay, unless the devil is youi god ? 

Fiom suicide a ceitam aftei shine (Nachschein) of Christianity 
withheld me, peihaps also a ceitam indolence of chaiacter , 
foi was not that a lemedy I had at any time within leach ? 
Often, however, there was a question piesent to me should 
someone now at the turning of that coiner blow thee sud- 
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denly out of space into the other world 01 other no-world by 
pistol-shot, how were it ? 

So had it lasted, as in bitter piotiacted death-agony 
through long years The heart within me, unvisited by any 
heavenly dewdrop, was smouldering m sulphurous slow- 
consuming fire Almost since earliest memory I had shed 
no tear , or once only when I, murmuring half audibly, 
recited Faust’s death-song, that wild 6 Sehg der, den ei 1m 
Siegesglanze findet,’ Happy, whom he finds in battle’s splen- 
dour, and thought that of this last friend even I was not 
forsaken, that destmy itself could not doom me not to die 
Having no hope, neither had I any definite fear, were it of man 
or devil , nay I often felt as if it might be solacing could 
the arch-devil himself, though in Tarbaiean terrors, but rise 
to me, that I might tell him a little of my mmd And yet, 
strangely enough, I lived in a continual indefinite pining 
fear , tiemulous, pusillanimous apprehension of I knew not 
what It seemed as if all things m the heavens above and 
the earth beneath would hurt me , as i* the heavens and 
the earth were but boundless jaws of a devouimg monster, 
wherein I palpitating waited to be devouied 
Full of such humour was I one sultry dogday after much 
peiambulation toiling along the dirty little Rue St Thomas 
de 1 ’Enfer in a close atmosphere and over pavements hot as 
Nebuchadnezzar’s furnace , wheieby doubtless my spirits were 
little cheered , when all at once there rose a thought in me, 
and I asked myself ‘ What art thou afraid of ? wheiefoie, 
like a cowaid, dost thou for evei pip and whimper, and go 
cowering and tiemblmg ? Despicable biped ! what is the sum 
total of the worst that lies befoie thee ? Death ? Well, death , 
and say the pangs of Tophet too, and all that the devil and man 
may, will, or can do against thee ! Hast thou not a heart ? 
canst thou not suffei whatsoever it be , and as a child of 
freedom, though outcast, trample Tophet itself under thy feet, 



THE EVERLASTING NO 


109 


while it consumes thee F Let it come, then, and I will meet 
it and defy it ’ And as I so thought, there rushed like a 
stream of fire over my whole soul, and I shook base fear away 
from me for ever I was strong , of unknown strength , a 
spint , almost a god Ever from that time, the temper of 
my misery was changed , not fear or whining sonow was it, 
but indignation and grim fire-eyed defiance 
Thus had the eveilasting No ( 6 das ewige Nem ’) pealed 
authoritatively through all the recesses of my being, of my 
Me , and then it was that my whole Me stood up m native 
God-created majesty, and with emphasis recorded its protest 
Such a protest, the most important transaction in my life, 
may that same indignation and defiance, m a psychological 
point of view, be fitly called The everlastmg No had said 
Behold, thou art fatheiless, outcast, and the universe is 
mine (the devil’s) , to which my whole Me now made an- 
swer * 1 am not thine but free, and for ever hate thee 
It is from this hour I incline to date my spiritual new 
birth , perhaps I directly thereupon began to be a man 1 


1 Sartor p 116, et mq 



no 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE 


CHAPTER VIII 
AD 1821 MT 26 

Cjraigenputtock, craig, or whmstone Hill of the put- 
toeks, 1 is a high moorland farm on the watershed 
between Dumfriesshire and Galloway, sixteen miles 
from the town of Dumfries The manor house, solid 
and gaunt, and built to stand foi centuries, lies on a 
slope protected by a plantation of pines, and surrounded 
by a few acres of reclaimed grass land — a green island 
m the midst of heathery hills, sheep-walks, and un- 
drained peat-bogs A sterner spot is haidly to be 
found m Scotland Here for many generations had 
resided a family of Welshes, holding the rank of small 
gentry The eldest son boie always the same name — • 
John Welsh had succeeded John Welsh as far back as 
tradition could record , the earliest John of whom 
authentic memory remained being the famous Welsh, 
the minister of Ayr, who married the daughter of John 
Knox This lady it was who, when her husband was 
banished, and when she was told by King James that 
he might return to Scotland if he would acknowledge 
the authority of bishops, raised her apron and said, 
4 Please your Majesty Pd rather kep his head there’ 

1 Small hawks, so named still in Galloway, and once throughout 
England 

Who finds the partridge m the puttock’s nest, 

But may imagine how the bird was dead.’ 
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The king asked her who she was 4 Knox and Welsh,’ 
he exclaimed, when she told him her paientage, £ Knox 
and Welsh f The devil ne\er made such a match as 
that’ 6 It’s right like, sir,’ said she, £ for we never 
speered his advice ’ 

A family with such an ancestry naturally showed 
remaikable qualities • Several blackguards among 
them, but not one blockhead that I ever heard of,’ 
was the account of her kinsfolk given to Jane Welsh 1 
by her grandfather 

In the rebellion of 1745 the laird of Craigenputtock 
had been among the sympathisers, though he escaped 
committing himself Some of his friends who had 
been more deeply implicated, had taken sheltei with 
him when they weie mquued for after Culloden 
Infoimers betrayed then hiding-place, and a party of 
dragoons were sent up from Dumfnes to arrest them 
The alarm was given , before the dragoons arrived the 
objects of their pursuit were away across the hills m 
Galloway c Such and such men with you, aren’t they ? ’ 
said the officer to the laird, as he rode to the door 
6 Truly they were three hours ago,’ the land answered, 
•and they were rebels, say you? Fie, the villains ! 
had I but known 1 But come, let us chase immediately 
Once across the Orr yonder, and the swamps ’ (which 
looked green enough from the house), * you will find 
firm road, and will soon catch the dogs’ Welsh 
mounted, and volunteered to guide, guided the 
dragoons into a spot where he and his pony, who knew 
the road, could pass, and the heavy dragoon j ^orses sank 


1 Afterwards Mrs Carlyle 
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to their gnths. Having provided them with work 
which would last till dark, he professed profound 
regrets, rode off, and left them 

The son of this laird died young, leaving a widow at 
Craigenputtock with a single child, another John, who 
was bom m 1757 The mother, desiring to give the 
boy a better education than was to be had on the 
moors, sent him down to a tutor m Nithsdale There 
he fell m love with a Miss Hunter, daughter of a 
neighbouring grazier, and married her, he being 
seventeen and the lady a year younger They returned 
to the Craig together, and produced one after the other 
fourteen children The large family brought expenses 
The income was small The laird drifted into difficul- 
ties, sold part of the Craigenputtock property, and 
being unable to make a living out of the rest, left it 
and took a farm by the riverside m Nith valley, above 
Dumfries Here he was fairly successful, as indeed he 
deserved to be. 

A valiant sensible man (says Carlyle), solidly devout, 
truth’s own self in what he said and did , had dignity of 
manners too, m fact a really biave, sincere, and honourable 
soul, reveient of talent, honesty, and sound sense beyond 
all things , was silently respected and honestly esteemed in 
the district where he lived 

* Mot however without a gnn here and there/ for he 
had his peculiarities He was a tall man himself, he 
had a fixed notion that size of body and size of mind 
went together, and he would never admit a new friend 
till he had measured him This old John Welsh (or 
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Penfillan, as he was called fiom the name of his faim) 
did not die till 1823, outliving his distinguished son 
who was the father of Cailyle’s vffe 

This next John Welsh was the eldest of the fourteen 
He was born at Ciaigenputtock m 1776, and spent his 
childish yeais there Scotch boys learn eaily to take 
care of themselves He was sent to Edinburgh Uni- 
versity when a meie lad to study medicine While 
attending the classes he drew attention to himself by 
his intelligence, and was taken as an apprentice by the 
then celebrated Di Benjamin Bell Dr Bell saw his 
extiaoidmary merit, and in 1796, when he vas but 
twenty, lecommended him for a commission as legi- 
mental suigeon to the Perthshire Fencibles This post 
he held foi two years, and afterwaids, m 1798, he suc- 
ceeded either by purchase or otherwise to the local 
practice of the town and neighbourhood of Haddington 
His reputation rose rapidly, and along with it he made 
a rapid fortune To help his brotheis and sisters he 
purchased Ciaigenputtock fiom his father, without 
waiting till it came to him by mhentance He paid 
off the encumbianees, and he intended eventually to 
retire thither when he should give up business 

In 1800 Di Welsh married, the wife whom he chose 
being a Welsh also, though of another family entirely 
unrelated to his own She, too, if tradition might be 
trusted, came of famous blood John Welsh was de- 
scended from Knox Grace 01 Grizzie Welsh traced 
her pedigree thiough her mother, who was a Baillie, to 
Wallace Her father was a well-to-do stock farmer, 
then living at Caplegill on Moffat Water Walter 
Welsh (this was his name), when his daughter left him 

VOL L 8 
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to go to Haddington, moved himself into Nithsdale, 
and took a faim then known as Tem’pland, neai Pen- 
fillan Thus Jane Welsh’s two giandfathers, old Walter 
and old John, Welshes both of them, though connected 
only thiough their children’s marriage, became close 
neighbour and fi lends Walter of Templand lived to 
a great age, and Carlyle after his marriage knew him 
well He took to Carlyle, indeed, from the first, having 
but two faults to find with him, that he smoked 
tobacco, and would not dunk whisky punch, not that 
old Walter drank to excess himself, or at all cared for 
drinking, but he thought that total abstinence m a 
young man was a sign of conceit or affectation 

He was a man (Cailyle wiites ) 1 of much singularity and 
intellect too, a miciocosm of old Scottish life as it had been 
Hot, impatient temper, breaking out into flashes of light- 
ning if you touched him the wrong way , out they weie 
flashes only, nevei bolts Pace uncommonly fine, serious 
yet laughing eyes as if inviting you m, bushy eyebiows 
picturesquely shaggy, abundant grey han, beard impeifectly 
shaved, featuies massive yet soft, honesty, quick ingenuity, 
kindliness and fiank manhood as the geneial expicssion, a 
most simple man of stunted utterance, buned with his n’s, 
had a chewing kind of way with his woids which rapid 01 
few were not extiemely distinct till you attended a little, 
and then aided by the face they were distinct and memoi- 
dble Clever things Walter never said 01 attempted to say, 
nor wise things eithei in any shape beyond that of smceiely 
accepted commonplace , but he well knew when such weie 
said by otheis, and had a blight dimpling chuckle — smudge 
of laughtei the Scotch call it, one of the piettiest woids and 

1 Bemimscences, vol 11 (abridged) 
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ditto things, and on the whole hated no kind of talk bnt the 
unwise kind He was senous, pensive, not mournful 01 sad 
in those old times He had the prettiest laugh that I can 
remember, not the loudest My own fathers still laiei 
laugh was loudei fai, though not peihaps moie complete 
But his was all of aitillery thundei — -feu cle pie fiom all 
guns as the mam element, while m Walter theie was 
audible something as of infinite flutes and harps, as if the 
vanquished themseh cs weie muted 01 compelled to paitake 
of the triumph ‘ Radiant evei young Apollo,’ Ac Ac of 
Teufelsdiockh’s laugh is a reminiscence of that He had 
an immense fund of aiticulate gaiety in Ins composition, a 
tiuly fine sense of the udiculous , excellent sense in a man, 
especially if he ne\er cultivate it 01 be conscious of it, as 
was Walt ex’s case It must have been fiom him that my 
Jane denved that beautiful light humour, nevei going mto 
folly, yet full of tacit files which spontaneously illuminated 
all her best hours Thanks to Walter 1 she was like 
him m this respect My fathei’s laugh is mainly mine a 
gummer and inferior kind Of my mothei’s beautifully 
spoitive vein (which was a third land, also hereditaiy I am 
told) I seem to have inherited less, though not nothing either, 
nay, peihaps at bottom not even less, had my Lfe chanced to 
be easier and joyfuller ‘Sense of the ridiculous ’ — woith 
calling such — 1 e biotherly sympathy with the downward 
side, is veiy indispensable to a man Hebrews have it not, 
hardly any Jew creatuie — not even a blackguard Heme to any 
real length, hence vauous misquahties of theirs, peihaps 
most of then quahties too which have become histoncal This 
is an old remark of mine, though not yet written anywheie 

The beautiful Miss Baillie, Walter’s wife, who came 
of Wallace, died early Their son, called also John 
(the many John Welshes may cause some confusion 

8 — 2 
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m this biography unless the reader can remember the 
distinctions), went into business at Liverpool, and was 
prospering as a merchant there, when a partner who was 
to have been his brother-in-law proved dishonest, ran 
off with all the property that he could lay hands on, 
and left John Welsh to bankruptcy and a debt of 
12,000£ The creditors were lenient, knowing how the 
catastrophe had been bi ought about John Welsh 
exerted himself, remade his fortune, and after eight 
years invited them all to dinner, where each found 
under his cover a cheque for the full amount of his 
claim He was still living at Liverpool long after Car- 
lyle settled m London with his niece, and will be heard 
of often m her correspondence 

His sister Grace, or Grizzie, was the wife of Dr 
Welsh at Haddington In appearance she was like her 
mother, tall, aquiline, and commanding 

She had a goodish, well-tending intellect (says Carlyle), 
with something of leal diollery in it, which her daughter 
inherited Your mother, my dear, I once said, has nanowly 
missed being a woman of genius But she was sensitive, 
fanciful, capricious Old Penfillan, who was on a visit at 
Haddington once after his son’s mamage, leported that he 
had seen her one evening m fifteen different humouis She 
was not easy to live with for one wiser than herself, though 
veiy easy for one more foolish, especially if a touch of 
hypocrisy and perfect admiration was supeiadded The 
mamed life at Haddington was loyal and happy, but because 
the husband took the command and knew how to keep it , 
he had much loved his wife, but none could less love what of 
follies she had She was unusually beautiful, but strangely 
sad. Byes bright as if with many tears behind them 
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Dr Welsh himself did not live to know Carlyle 
He died m 1819, while still only forty-three, of a fever 
caught from a patient, thiee years before Carlyle’s 
acquaintance with the family began His daughter 
was so passionately attached to him, that she rarely 
mentioned his name even to hei husband Fiom 
others, however, Carlyle gathered a geneial account 
of his character 

I)r Welsh’s success (he writes) 1 appeals to have been 
swift and constant, till befoie long the whole spheie or 
section of hfe he was placed m had m all senses, pecumaiy 
and other, become his own, and theie lemamed nothing 
more to conquer in it only veiy much to letain by the 
methods that had acquired it, and to be extremely thankful 
foi as an allotment in this woild a truly supenoi man 
accoidmg to all the evidence I fiom all quarters have — a 
veiy valiant man Edwaid living once called him in my 
healing He was of noble and distinguished piesence, tali, 
highly graceful, self-possessed, spontaneously dignified, so 
that people, if he enteied a theatre or the like, asked Who 
is it ? black hail, blight hazel eyes, blight, hvely, steadily 
expressive features His medical sagacity was leckoned at 
a highei and highei late, medical and othei honesty as well , 
for it was by no means as a wise physician only, but as 
an honourable, exact, and quietly-dignified man, punctual, 
faithful m all points, that he was esteemed ovei the county 
It was three yeais after his death when I first came into the 
cncle which had been his, and no^heie have I met with a 
posthumous reputation that seemed to be more unanimous 
or higher among all ranks of men The brave man himself 
I never saw, but my pool Jeanme in her best moments 

1 Remnmcences , vol 11 p 114 
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in this biogiaphy unless the reader can remember the 
distinctions), went into business at Liverpool, and was 
prospering as a merchant there, when a partner who was 
to have been his brother-in-law proved dishonest, ran 
off with all the propeity that he could lay hands on, 
and left John Welsh to bankruptcy and a debt of 
12,000i The creditors were lenient, knowing how the 
catastiophe had been brought about John Welsh 
exerted himself, remade his fortune, and after eight 
years invited them all to dinner, where each found 
under his cover a cheque for the full amount of his 
claim He was still living at Liverpool long after Car- 
lyle settled m London with his niece, and will be heard 
of often m her correspondence 

His sister Grace, or Grizzie, was the wife of Dr* 
Welsh at Haddington In appearance she was like her 
mother, tall, aquiline, and commanding 

She had a goodish, well-tending intellect (says Carlyle), 
with something of leal diollery m it, which her daughter 
inherited Tour mother, my dear, I once said, has nanowly 
missed bemg a woman of genius But she was sensitive, 
fanciful, capricious Old PenfOlan, who was on a visit at 
Haddington once after his son’s marriage, reported that he 
had seen her one evening m fifteen different humouis She 
was not easy to live with for one wiser than herself, though 
very easy foi one more foolish, especially if a touch of 
h^ocnsy and peifect admiration was superadded The 
married life at Haddington was loyal and happy, but because 
the husband took the command and knew how to keep it , 
he had much loved his wife, but none could less love what of 
follies she had She was unusually beautiful, but strangely 
sad. Eyes bright as if with many tears behind them 
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Dr. Welsh himself did not live to know Carlyle. 
He died m 1819, while still only forty-three, of a fever 
caught from a patient, three yeais before Carlyle’s 
acquaintance with the family began His daughter 
was so passionately attached to him, that she raiely 
mentioned his name even to her husband Fiona 
others, however, Carlyle gathered a general account 
of his character 

Dr Welsh’s success (he writes) 1 appears to have been 
swift and constant, till bcfoie long the whole spheie 01 
section of life he vas placed m had in all senses, pecuniary 
and other, become his own, and theie lemained nothing 
more to conquer in it only veiy much to letam by the 
methods that had acquned it, and to be extiemely thankful 
foi as an allotment m this woild a truly superior man 
accoiding to all the evidence I fiom all quarteis have — a 
very valiant man Edwaid living once called him m my 
healing He was of noble and distinguished presence, tali, 
highly graceful, self-possessed, spontaneously dignified, so 
that people, if he enteied a theatie or the like, asked Who 
is it ? black han, blight hazel eyes, bright, lively, steadily 
expiessive features His medical sagacity was reckoned at 
a lngher and higher late, medical and other honesty as well , 
for it was by no means as a wise physician only, but as 
an honourable, exact, and quietly-dignified man, punctual, 
faithful m all points, that he was esteemed over the county 
It was three yeais after his death when I first came mto the 
cncle which had been his, and nov here have I met with a 
posthumous reputation that seemed to be more unanimous 
or higher among all xanks of men The brave man himself 
I nevei saw , but my pool Jeanrne m her best moments 
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often said to me about tins or that, 4 Yes, he would have 
done it so ? ’ 4 Ah, he would have liked you ! ’ as her highest 
praise Punctuality, Irving described as a thing he much 
insisted on Gravely inflexible wherevei light was concerned, 
and very independent wheie mere lank attempted to avail 
upon him One anecdote I always remember Biding along 
one day on his multifanous busmess, he noticed a poor 
wounded partridge flutteiing and stiugghng about, wing or 
leg, or both, broken by some spoitsman’s lead He alighted 
in his haste, gathered up the pool partridge, looped it 
gently in his handkerchief, brought it home, and by careful 
splint and salve and othei treatment had it soon on wmg and 
sent it forth healed This in so grave and practical a man 
had always m it a fine expressiveness to me 

Such was the genealogy of the young lady to 
whom Carlyle was now about to be introduced by 
Irving, and who was aftei wards to be his wife 
Tradition traced her lineage to Knox and Wallace 
Authentic history connected her with parents and 
kindred of singular, original, and strikingly superior 
quality Jane Baillie Welsh was an only child, and 
was bom m 1801 In her earliest years she showed 
that she was a girl of no common quality She had 
black hair, large black eyes shimng with soft mockery, 
pale complexion, broad forehead, nose not regularly 
formed, but mocking also like the eyes, figure slight, 
airy, and perfectly graceful She was called beautiful, 
and beautiful she was even to the end of her life, 
if a face be beautiful which to look at is to admire 
But beauty was only the second thought which her 
appearance suggested , the first was intellectual 
vivacity. Precious as she was to parents who had 
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no other child, she was brought up with exceptional 
care Strict obedience m essentials was the rule of 
the Haddington household But the stories of hei 
young days show that there was no harsh interference 
with her natural playfulness Occasional visits were 
allowed to Templand, to hei grandfather Walter, who 
was especially fond of her In that house she was 
called Pen (short foi Penfillan) to distinguish hei from 
a second Jane Welsh of the other family On one of 
these occasions, when she was six years old, her 
grandfather took her out for a ride on a quiet little 
pony When they had gone as fai as was desirable, 
Walter burring his rr’s and intoning his vowels as 
usual said, ‘Now we will go back by so and so, to 
vaheo y the bhane 9 6 Where did you ride to, Pen 9 5 
the company asked at dinner ‘ We rode to so and 
then to so 9 answered she punctually, * and then fiom 
so returned by so to vahery the shane 9 at which, says 
Carlyle, the old man burst mto his cheenest laugh at 
the mimicry of tiny little Pen 

She was a collected little lady, with a fine readi- 
ness m difficulties The Welshes were the leading 
family at Haddington, and were piomment m the 
social entertainments there When she was about 
the same age there was to be a children’s ball at the 
dancing-school 

Of this (Carlyle writes ) 1 I often heard in the damtiest 
style, how the evening was so great, all the highei public, 
especially the maternal and paternal sections of it, there 
to see their children dance and Jeannie Welsh, then about 
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six, had been selected to perform some pas-seul, beautiful and 
difficult, the jewel of the evening, and was privately anxious 
m her little heart to do it well how she was diessed to pei- 
fection with elegance, with simplicity, and at the due hour 
was earned over m a clothes-basket (stieets being muddy 
and no carnage), and landed safe, pietty silks and pumps 
uninjured Thiough the ball eveiything went well and 
smoothly, nothing to be noted till the pas-seul came My 
little woman, with a look that I can still fancy, appealed 
upon the scene, stood waitmg for the music Music began, 
but, alas I it was the wrong music Impossible to dance that 
pas-seul to it She shook her little head, looked or made 
some sign of distiess , music ceased, took counsel, sciaped, 
began again again wrong hopelessly, the pas-seul flatly 
impossible Beautiful little Jane alone against the woild, 
forsaken by the music, but not by her piesence of mind, 
plucked up hei little skirt, flung it over hei head, and, 
curtseying in that veiled manner, withdiew from the adven- 
ture, amidst general applause 

She learned rapidly the usual young lady’s accom- 
plishments — music, drawing, modem languages , and 
she had an appetite for knowledge not easily to be 
satisfied A girl’s education was not enough She 
demanded c to learn Latin like a boy 5 Her mother 
was against it Hei father, who thought well of her 
talents, inclined to let hei have her way The ques- 
tion was settled at last m a characteristic fashion by 
herself She found some lad m Haddington who 
introduced her to the mystenes of nouns of the first 
declension Having mastered her lesson, one night 
when she was thought to be m bed, she had hidden 
heiself under the drawmg-ioom table When an 
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opportunity offered, the small voice was heard from 
below the cover, Penna , a pen , pennce , of a pen/ 
&c &c She crept out amidst the general amuse- 
ment, ran to her father, and said, ‘I want to learn 
Latin , please let me be a boy 5 

Haddington school was a furlong’s distance from her 
father’s house Boys and girls were taught together 
there , and to this accordingly she was sent 

Thithei daily at an eaily hour (recoids Carlyle agam) 
might be seen my little Jeanme tripping nimbly and daintily 
along, satchel m hand, diessed by her mothei, who had a 
great talent that way, m tasteful simplicity, neat bit of 
pelisse (light blue sometimes), fastened with black belt, 
dainty little cap, peihaps like beaveikin, with flap turned 
up, and I think once at least with modest little plume m it 
Fill that figure with electric intellect, love, and gene- 
rous vivacity of all kmds, wheie in nature will you find 
aprettiei ? At home was opulence without waste, elegance, 
good sense, silent, practical affection, and manly wisdom 
Fiom tlneshold to roof tiee no paltriness 01 unveiacity ad- 
mitted into it I often told hei how veiy beautiful hei 
childhood was to me , so authentic looking withal m hei 
chainnngly naive and humoiousway of telling, and that she 
must have been the prettiest little Jenny Spinner 1 that was 
dancmg on the summer rays nr hei time 

A fiery tempei theie was m her too Boys and girls 
were kept foi the most part m sepaiate rooms at the 
school, but anthmetic and algebra, m which she was 
especially pioficient, they learnt together, — or perhaps 
she m her zeal for knowledge was made an esception 

1 Scotch name for a long-winged, long-legged, extremely bright and 
airy insect — T C 
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The boys were generally devoted to her, but differences 
rose now and then A lad one day was impertinent 
She doubled her little fist, struck him on the nose, and 
made it bleed Fighting m school was punished by 
flogging The master came m at the instant, saw the 
marks of the fray and asked who was the delinquent 
All were silent No one would betray a gnl The 
master threatened to tawse the whole school, and being 
a man of his word would have done it, when the small 
Jeanme looked up and said, c Please it was 1 5 The 
master tried to look grave, failed entirely, and burst 
out laughing He told her she was * a little deevil, 5 
and had no business there, and bade her 5 go her ways * 
to the girls’ room 

Soon after this there was a change m the school 
management Edward Irving, then fresh from college 
honours, came as master, and along with the school, 
was trusted with the private education of Jane Welsh 
Dr Welsh had recognised his fine qualities, and took 
him into the intimacy of his household, where he was 
treated as an elder son He watched over the little 
lady’s studies, took her out with him on bright nights 
to show her the stars and teach her the movements of 
them Irving was then a young man, and his pupil 
was a child A few years were to make a difference 
She worked with feverish eagerness, getting up at five 
m the morning and busy with her books at all hours 
She was soon dux m mathematics Her tutor intro- 
duced her to 5 Virgil ’ and the effect of * Virgil 5 and of 
her other Latin studies was * to change her religion and 
make her into a sort of Pagan ’ In one of her old note- 
books I find an allusion to this 
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It is strictly true (she says), and it was not my religion 
alone that these studies influenced, but my whole being was 
imbued with them Would I prevent myself from domg a 
selfish or cowardly thing, I didn’t say to myself, ‘You 
mustn’t, or if you do you will go to hell hereafter , ’ noi yet, 

* If you do you will be whipt here , ’ but I said to myself 
simply and grandly, ‘A Eoman would not have done it,’ 
and that sufficed undei oidmaiy temptations Again, when 
I had done something heroic — when, foi instance, I had 
caught a gander which hissed at me by the neck and flung 
him to the right about, it was not a good child that I 
thought) myself, for whom the half-crown bestowed on me 
was fit reward — in my own mind I had deserved well of the 
Kepublic, and aspired to a ‘ civic crown ’ But the classical 
woild m which I lived and moved was best indicated in the 
tragedy of my doll It had been intimated to me by one 
whose wishes were law, that a young lady m ‘ Yrrgil ’ should 
foi consistency’s sake diop hei doll So the doll being 
judged, must be made an end of , and I, 4 domg what I 
would with my own,’ like the Duke of Newcastle, quickly 
decided how She should end as Dido ended, that doll ! 
as the doll of a young lady in ‘ Yngil ’ should end f With 
her dresses, which were many and sumptuous, her four- 
posted bed, a faggot or two of cedar allumettes, a few sticks 
of cinnamon, a few cloves and a — nutmeg * I non ignara 
futun constructed her funeial pyre — sub auras , of course , 
and the new Dido, having placed herself in the bed, with 
help, spoke thiough my lips the last sad woids of Dido the 
first, which I had then all by heait as pat as A B 0, and 
have now foigotten all but two hues — 


Ym et quem dederat cursum fortuna peregi, 
Et nunc magna mei sub terras lbit imago 
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And half a line more — 

Sic, sic 311 vat ire sub umbras. 

The doll having thus spoken, pallida morte futura , kindled 
fche pile and stabbed herself with a penknife by way of 
Tynan sword Then, howevei, m the moment of seeing my 
poor doll blaze up— for being stuffed with bian she took 
fire and was all over in no time — m that supreme moment 
my affection for hei blazed up also, and I shrieked and 
would have saved her and could not, and went on shrieking 
till everybody within hearing flew to me, and boie me off m 
a plunge of tears — an epitome of most of one’s ‘heroic 
sacrifices ’ it strikes me, magnanimously lesolved on, osten- 
tatiously gone about, repented of at the last moment, and 
bewailed with an outcry Thus was my inner woild at that 
period thiee-fouiths old Roman and one-fouith old Fairy 

In the same notebook there is a long story of her 
first child love, told with the same giace, which need 
not be exti acted here When she was fourteen she 
wrote a tragedy, rather inflated, but extraordinary for 
her age She never repeated the experiment, but for 
many years she continued to write poetry She had 
inherited from her mother the gift of verse-making 
Mrs Welsh’s lyrics were soft, sweet, passionate, musical, 
and nothing besides Her daughter had less sweetness, 
but touched intellectual chords which her mother never 
reached 

The person ‘ whose wishes were law/ and whose 
suggestion occasioned the sacrifice of the doll, if it was 
not Irving, was probably her father. 

Of him (says her friend Miss Jewsbury) she always 



DEATH OF JOHN WELSH 


125 


spoke with reverence He was the only peison who had any 
real influence ovet her However wilful she might be, 
obedience to hei parents unquestioning and absolute lay at 
the foundation of her life She used to say that this habit 
was her salvation, and that she owed to it all that was of 
value m her chaiacter She always spoke of any praise hei 
fathei gave her as a precious possession She loved him 
passionately, and nevei spoke of him except to friends whom 
she valued It was the highest token of hei regard when 
she told anyone about her father 

She lost him, as has been said, at an age when she 
most needed his guiding hand Had Dr Welsh lived, 
her life would have been happier, whether more useful 
it is unprofitable to conjecture The patient from whom 
he caught the fever which killed him was at some 
distance from Haddington She being then eighteen 
had accompanied him in the carnage m this his last 
drive, and it was for ever memorable to her Carlyle 
writes 1 — 

The usually tacit man, tacit especially about his bright 
daughter’s gifts and merits, took to talking with her that 
day in a style quite new, told her she was a good girl, 
capable of being useful and precious to him, and to the 
circle she would live m , that she must summon her utmost 
judgment and senousness to choose her path and be what he 
expected of her , that he did not think he had ever seen the 
life paitnei that would be worthy of her , m short, that he 
expected her to be wise as well as good-looking and good — 
all this in a tone and manner which filled her poor httle 
heart with surprise and a kind of sacied joy coming from the 
man she of all men revered Often she told me about this, 

1 JRemtntscences, vol 11 p 93 
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for it was her last talk with him , on the morrow, perhaps 
that evening, certainly within a day 01 two, he caught fiom 
some pool old woman patient a typhus fever, which undei 
injudicious tieatment killed him in three or four days, and 
diowned the world foi her m the veiy blackness of daikness 
In effect it was her fiist sorrow, and her greatest of all It 
broke hei health permanently, and m a sense almost bioke 
hei heart A father so loved and mourned I have nevei seen 
To the end of her life, his title even to me was ‘ He ’ and 
‘ Him ’ Not above twice or thnce, quite m latei years, did 
she ever mention, and then m what a sweet tone — my father 

Dr Welsh's illness being of so deadly a kind, he 
gave orders that she should not be allowed to enter his 
room Persons who were m the house at the time have 
said that Miss Welsh’s agitation was convulsive m its 
violence c I will see him,’ she cried f I will see my 
father ’ She forced her way to his bedside He sent 
her out, and she lay all night on the stans outside the 
door, refusing to be moved Dr Welsh’s end was 
hastened on, perhaps caused, by the unskilfulness of 
his brothei, a medical man like himself, who bled him 
too profusely The first letter of Jane Welsh which 
has been preserved, is one which she wrote a fortnight 
later to her Penfillan grandmother, her father’s mother 
She had spoken laughingly of her paganism , hei nature 
at the bottom was of a senousness too deep foi words, 
and hei real character only showed itself when she was 
passionately moved 

To Mrs Welsh , Penfillan 

Haddington Octobers, 1819 

My deal Grandmothei, — I cannot allow my uncle to return 
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to yon without writing to assure you that the example 
of lesignation to the* will of God which yon have given has 
not been totally lost upon us It has been a gieat consola 
tion to me undei this dieadful trial to see my pool mothei 
suppoit it so well Fiom the very delicate state of hei 
health for some time past, from the great fatigue she undei - 
went duung my deal fathei’s illness, and above all from the 
acuteness of her feelings on the most oidinary occasions, 
I had little reason to expect so much foititude I will ever 
be grateful to hei foi the exertion which she has made (I am 
convinced m a gieat measuie on my account), and still more 
giateful to Him who has enabled her to make them 
This has mdeed been an unexpected and overwhelming 
blow My fathei’s death was a calamity I almost never 
thought of If on any occasion the idea did present itself 
to me, it was immediately repelled as being too dieadful to 
be reahsed for many many years, and too painful to occupy 
any piesent place m my thoughts Until this misfortune 
fell upon me I nevei knew what it was to be really untiappy 
The greatest enor and misfortune of my life hitherto has been 
not being sufficiently grateful foi the happiness I enjoyed 
You, my dear grandmothei, have had many trials , but 
if I mistake not, you will still remember the bitterness of 
the first aboi e all others , you will scill be able to recall the 
feeling of disappointment and despair winch you experienced 
when calamity awoke you fiom youi dream of secuiity, and 
dispelled the infatuation which led you to expect that you 
alone were to be exempted fiom this world’s misery But 
you are good, and I am judging of your feelings by my own , 
when young as I am peihaps you weie not as I was, thought- 
less and unprepaied for the chastisement of the Divine 
Power The ways of the Almighty are mysterious , but in 
this mstance, though He has left thousands m the world 
whose existence is a buiden to themselves and to those 



128 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE 


around them, though He has cut off one who was the glory 
of his family, a most useful membei of Society, one who was 
xespected and beloved by all who knew him, and though He 
has afflicted those who we thought deseived to be happy, yet 
His intention appears to me cleai and intelligible Could 
the an nihil ation of a thousand useless and contemptible 
bemgs have sent such tenor and submission to the heaits of 
the survivois, as the sudden death of one whom then love 
would, if possible, have gifted with immortality ? Oh, no ! 
Hard it is, but we must acknowledge the wisdom of his 
sentence, even while we are suffering under it — we must 
kiss the rod even while we are writhing under the tortures 
which it inflicts 

We shall be m Dumfriesshire m a month or three weeks 
My mother will answer your kind letter as soon as she feels 
able for it With land love to my grandfather and my 
aunts, and with every wish for your health, and the restoia- 
tion of your peace of mmd, 

I remain, my dear Grandmother, 

Youi very affectionate child, 

Jam Baillie Welsh 

After her father’s death, Miss Welsh continued with 
her mother at Haddington With the exception of 
some small annuity for his widow, Dr Welsh had left 
everything belonging to him to his daughter Craigen- 
puttock became hers , perhaps other money investments 
became hers , and though the property altogether was 
not large according to modem estimates of such things, 
it was sufficient as long as mother and child remained 
together to enable them to live with comfort and even 
elegance Miss Welsh was now an heiress Her wit 
and beauty added to her distinctions, and she was 
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called the flower of Haddington Her hand became an 
object of speculation She had as many suitors as 
Penelope They were eligible, many of them, m point 
of worldly station Some afterwards distinguished 
themselves She amused herself with them, but 
listened favouiably to none, being protected perhaps 
by a secret attachment, which had grown up uncon- 
sciously between herself and her tutor There weie 
difficulties m the way which prevented them from 
acknowledging to one anothei, or even to themselves, 
the condition of their feelings Edward Irving had 
been removed from Haddington to Kirkcaldy, where he 
had entered while Jane Welsh was still a child into a 
half-formed engagement with the daughter of the 
Kirkcaldy mimster. Miss Isabella Mai tin In England 
young people often fancy themselves in love. They 
exchange vows which as they grow older are repented 
of, and are broken without harm to either party. In 
Scotland, perhaps as a remains of the ecclesiastical 
precontract which had legal validity, these connections 
had a more binding character. They could be dis- 
solved by mutual consent , but if the consent of both 
was wanting, there was a moral stain on the peison 
escaping from the bond Irving had long been con- 
scious that he had been too hasty, and was longing for 
lelease But theie was no encouragement on the side 
of the Martins Marriage was out of the question till 
he had made a position for himself, and he had 
allowed the matter to duft on, since immediate 
decision was unnecessary Jane Welsh meanwhile had 
grown into a woman Irving, who was a constant 
visitor at Haddington, discovered when he looked into 
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his heart that his real love was for his old pupil, and 
the feeling on her part was — the Word is her own — 
« passionately * xetumed The mischief was done before 
they became aware of their danger Irving’s situation 
being explained, Miss Welsh refused to listen to any 
language but that of friendship from him until Miss 
Martin had set him free Irving, too, was equally 
high principled, and was resolved to keep his word 
But there was an unexpressed hope on both sides that 
he would not be held to it, and on these dangerous 
terms Irving continued to visit at Haddington, when he 
could be spared from his duties Miss Welsh was 
working eagerly at liteiature, with an ambition of 
becoming an authoress, and winning name and fame 
Unable or too much occupied himself to be of use to 
her, Irving thought of his fnend Cailyle, who was 
living m obscurity and poverty at Edinburgh, as a fit 
person to assist and advise hei The acquaintance, he 
considered, would be mutually agreeable He obtained 
leave from Mrs Welsh to bring him over and introduce 
him The introduction was effected a little before 
Carlyle had c taken the Devil by the nose,’ as he 
describes m c Saitor Resartus,’ and peihaps the first 
visit to Haddington had contributed to bunging him off 
victorious from that cntieal encounter. 

In June, 1821 (says Carlyle, but it was rather in the last 
week of May), Edward Irving, who was visiting and le- 
craiting about Edmbuigh, on one of his occasional holiday 
sallies from Glasgow, took me out to Haddington We 
walked cheenly togethei, not always by the highway, but 
meandering at oui will pleasantly and multifanously talking, as 
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has been explained elsewhere , 1 and about sunset of that same 
day I first saw hei who was to be so important to me thence- 
foith , a led, dnshy evening, the sky hanging huge and 
high, but dim as with dust 01 drought over Irving and me, 
as we walked home to our lodging at the George Inn 

The visit lasted three or four days, and included Gilbert 
Bums and other figuies, besides the one fair figuie most of 
all important to me We were often m her mother’s house , 
sat talking with the two foi horns almost every evening 
The beautiful blight and earnest young lady was intent on 
hteiatuie as the highest aim in life, and felt imprisoned m 
the dull element which yielded her no commeicem that land, 
and would not even yield hei books to lead I obtained 
permission to send at least books from Edinburgh Book 
parcels natuially included bits of writing to and fiom, and 
thus an acquaintance and correspondence was begun which 
had hardly any interruption, and no break at all while life 
lasted She was often in Edinburgh on visit with her mothei 
to 4 Uncle Robert,’ in Northumberland Street, to 4 old Mrs 
Biadfute, m George’s Square,’ and I had leave to call on 
these occasions, which I zealously enough, if not too zealously 
sometimes, in my awkwaid way took advantage of I was 
not hei declared lover, noi could she admit me as such m my 
waste and uncertain posture of affairs and prospects , but we 
were becoming thoroughly acquamted with each other , and 
her tacit, hidden, but to me visible friendship for me, was 
the happy island in my otherwise dreaiy, vacant, and forlorn 
existence m those years 

Eager as was the interest which Carlyle was taking m 
his new acquaintance, he did not allow it to affect the 
regulation of his life, or to drive him into the beaten 
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roads of the established professions on which he could 
arrive at fortune* His zeal for mathematics had 
by this time cooled He had travelled, as he said, 
into more 6 pregnant inquiries 9 Inquiry had led to 
doubt and doubt had enfeebled and dispirited him 
till he had grappled with it and conquered it Tradi- 
tionary interpretations of things having finally broken 
down with him, he was now searching for some 
answer which he could believe to the great cential 
question, What this world is, and what is man’s 
business m it ? Of classical literature he knew little, 
and that little had not attracted him He was not 
living m ancient Greece or Rome, but m modem 
Europe, modem Scotland, with the added experiences 
and discoveries of eighteen centuries, and light, if 
light there was, could be looked for only m the writers 
of his own era English literature was already widely 
familiar to him He had read every book m Irving’s 
library at Kirkcaldy, and his memory had the tenacity 
of steel He had studied Italian and Spanish He 
had worked at D’Alembert and Diderot, Rousseau and 
Voltaire Still unsatisfied, he had now fastened 
himself upon German, and was devouring Schiller and 
Goethe Having abandoned the law, he was becoming 
conscious that literature must be the profession of his 
life He did not suppose that he had any special gift 
for it. He told me long after, when at the height of 
his fame, that he had perhaps less capability for litera- 
ture than for any other occupation But he was 
ambitious to use his time to honourable purpose 
He was impatient of the trodden ways which led only 
to money or to worldly fame, and literature was the 
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single avenue which offered an opening into higher 
regions The fate of those who had gone befoie him 
was not encouraging ‘The biographies of English 
men of letters/ he says somewhere , 6 are the wretchedest 
chapters m our history, except the Newgate Calendar * 
Germany, however, and especially modem Germany, 
could furnish brighter examples Schiller first took 
hold of him pure, innocent, consistent, clear as the 
sunlight, with a character m which calumny could 
detect neither spot nor stain The situation of Schiller 
was not unlike his own A youth of poverty, surrounded 
by obstructions, long difficulty m finding a road on 
which he could travel, bad health besides, and 
despondent fits, with which Carlyle himself was but 
too familiar Yet with all this Schiller had conquered 
adversity He had raised himself to the second, if not 
to the highest place, in the admiration of his country- 
men, and there was not a single act m his whole 
career which his biographer would regret to record 
Schiller had found his inherited beliefs break down 
under him, and had been left floating in uncertainties 
But he had formed moral convictions of his own, 
independent of creeds and churches, and had governed 
his thought and conduct nobly by them Nothing 
that he did required forgiveness, or even apology No 
line ever fell fiom his pen which he could have wished 
unwritten when life was closing round him Schiller’s 
was thus an inspiriting figure to a young man tremu- 
lously launching himself on the same waters His 
work was high and serene, clear and healthy to the last 
fibre, noble thought and noble feeling rendered into 
words with true aitistic skill 
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Nevertheless, the passionate questionings which were 
rising m Cailyles mind could find no answer which 
would satisfy him m Schiller’s piose or consolation m 
Schiller’s lyiics Schiller’s nature was direct and 
simple rather than piofound and many-sided Kant 
had spoken the last word m philosophy to him His 
emotions were generous, but seldom subtle or penetrat- 
ing He had never looked with a deto mined eye into 
the intellectual problems of humanity He worked as 
an aitist with composed vigour on subjects which suited 
his genius, and while his sentiments are lofty and his 
passion heaity and true, his speculative insight is 
limited Thus Schillei is gieat, but not the greatest; 
and those who have gone to him for help m the 
enigmas social and spiritual which distract modem 
Europe, have found generally that they must look else- 
where Fiom Schiller Carlyle had turned to Groethe, 
and Groethe had opened a new woild to him Schiller 
believed m the principles for which Libei als had been 
fighting for thiee centuries To him the enemy of 
human warfaie was spiritual and political tyianny, and 
Don Carlos, William Tell, the revolt of the Nether- 
lands, or the Thirty Yeais’ War, were ready-made 
materials for his workshop He was no vulgar politician. 
He soared far above the commonplaces of popular 
orators and controversialists He was a poet, with a 
poet’s sympathies He could admire greatness of soul 
in a Duke of Fnedland , he could feel for suffering 
if the sufferei was a Mary Stuart But the broad 
articles of faith piofessed by the believers m libera! 
progress were Schiller’s also, and he never doubted their 
efficacy for man’s salvation. Goethe had no such beliefs 
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— no beliefs of any kind which could be reduced to 
formulas If he’ distrusted priests, he distrusted still 
more the Freiheitfs Apostel and the philosophic critics 
He had studied his age on all its sides He had shaied its 
misgivings , he had suffered from its diseases , he had 
measured its possibilities , he had severed himself from 
all illusions, and held fast to nothing but what he 
could definitely recognise as truth In 6 Werter , 5 m 
6 Faust/ m c Prometheus,’ Cailyle found that another 
as well as he had experienced the same emotions with 
which he was himself so familiar In c Wilhelm 
Meister,’ that menagerie of tame creatures, as Niebuhr 
called it, he saw a picture of society, accurate precisely 
because it was so tame, as it existed m middle-class 
European communities ; the ardent, well-disposed 
youth launched into the middle of it, beginning his 
apprenticeship m the false charms of the provincial 
theatre, and led at last into a recognition of the divine 
meaning of Christianity Goethe had trod the thorny 
path before Cailyle He had not rushed into atheism 
He had not sunk mto superstition He remained true 
to all that intellect could teach him, and after facing 
all the spiritual diagons he seemed to have risen 
victorious into an atmosphere of tranquil wisdom On 
finishing his first perusal of c Meister,’ and walking out 
at midnight into the streets of Edmbuigh to think 
about it, Carlyle said to himself, 5 with a very mixed 
feeling m other lespects, that here lay moie insight 
mto the elements of human nature, and a moie poeti- 
cally perfect combining of them, than m all the other 
fictitious literature of our generation 9 

Having been chaiged by Irving with the direction of 
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Miss Welsh’s studies, he at once introduced her to his 
German friends Irving, of the nature of whose in- 
terest m her welfare Cailyle had no suspicion, was 
alarmed at what he had done His own religious con- 
victions were profound and sincere He had occasioned 
unexpected mischief already with his * Virgil 9 He had 
laboured afterwards with all his energies to lead his 
pupil to think about Christianity as he thought him- 
self, and when he heard of the books which she was set 
to read, he felt that he had been imprudent Two 
months after the introduction at Haddington he wrote 
to Carlyle to confess his uneasiness. 

Edward Irving to Thomas Cailyle 

July 24, 1821 

I did not follow your injunctions of transmitting to our 
fair acquaintance my German giammar and dictionary, her 
own being as much to the purpose But I did not fail to 
instruct her to make all pi ogress through the pielmunaries 
to an easy perusal of the German poets I am not compe- 
tent to judge of their value towards the development of 
thought and character You aie — and therefore I should be 
silent But if they should tend to cut our young fnend off 
from any of the wholesome mteicourse of those amongst 
whom she is cast without being able to raise hei to a better, 
I should be very soiry, as it seems to me she is already un- 
hinged from many of the enjoyments her condition might 
afford her She contemplates the mfeuority of others rather 
from the point of ridicule and contempt than fiom that of 
commiseration and relief , and by so doing she not only 
leaves objects in distress and loses the luxury of doing good, 
but she contiacts in hei own mind a degree of coldness and 
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bitterness which suits ill with my conception of female 
character and a female’s station m society But I am speak- 
ing peihaps away from the truth The books may not be 
what they aie reported of At the same time I am daily 
becoming moie convinced that in all the literature of our 
own which, it is said, holds of the German school, theie is 
something most poisonous to all that in this country has 
been named virtue, and still more to the distinctions of con- 
duct which religion makes It seems to me theie is a jumble 
or confusion of former distinctions as if they weie preparing 
foi some new ones They have the language of the highest 
punty, even of the most sacred religion, in communion with 
the blackest cumes , and the piesence of the former is 
thought somehow or other to compensate for the lattei 
There is an attempt, too, I think, at two standards of moial 
judgment — one for the man of genius and literature, the 
other for the vulgar But I dare say these are rather the 
extiavagances of mutators than the enois of the masters 

Another letter is to the same purpose, while it 
throws intei estmg light on Irving’s opinion of Carlyle 

There is too much of that furniture about the elegant 
diawing-ioom of Jane Welsh I could like to see her sur- 
rounded with a moie sober set of companions than Rousseau 
(youi fnend), and Byron, and such like They will never 
make different characters than they were themselves, so 
deeply are they the prototypes of then own conceptions of 
character And I don’t think it will much mend the matter 
when you get her introduced to Yon Sclullei and Yon Goethe 
and youi other nobles of Geiman liteiature I fear Jane 
has already dipped too deep into that spring already, so that 
unless some more solid food be afforded I fear she will escape 
altogether out of the region of my sympathies and the sym- 
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pathies of honest, home-bied men In these feelings I know 
you will 30m me , and m giving to her chaiacter a useful 
and elegant turn you will aid me as you have opportunity 

I have been analysing, as I could, the origin of my esteem 
and affection for you You are no moie a general favourite 
than I am, and m the strong points of character we are not 
alike, nor yet alike in the turn of 0111 geneial thoughts , and 
we aie both too intrepid to seek m each other pity or conso- 
lation, and too independent to let anything smistei or selfish 
enter into our attachments How comes it to pass then, 
that we have so much pleasant communion ? I’ll tell you 
one thing High literature is exiled from my sphere, and 
simple principle is very much exiled from yours Thus we 
feel a blank on both sides, which is supphed msome measure 
when we meet I’ll tell you anothei thing Severed fiom 
the oidmary stays of men, influence, place, fortune, each in 
his way has been obliged to hang his hopes upon something 
higher , and though we have not chosen the same thing, in 
both cases it is puie and unearthly, and next to his own the 
thing which the other admires most I can easily see that 
in the progress of oui thoughts and characters there will be 
ample room for toleration and cliauty, which will foim the 
touchstone of our esteem 

Irving identified e principle’ with belief m the 
formulas of the Church, and therefore supposed Cailyle 
to be without it He considered his friend no doubt 
to be playing with dangerous weapons, and likely to 
injure others with them besides himself But Carlyle’s 
principles when applied to the common duties of life 
were as rigid as Irving’s He had been struck by his 
new acquaintance at Haddington, but he was too wise 
to indulge m dreams of a nearer relation — which their 
respective positions seemed to put out of the ques- 
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tion — and he was too much m earnest to allow 
himself to be disturbed m the course of life which 
he had adopted, or forget the dearer friends at 
Mamhill to whom he was so passionately attached 
He had remained this summer m Edinburgh longer 
than usual, and he and Irving had meditated a small 
walking tour together at the end of it Irving, how- 
ever, was unable to take a holiday Carlyle went home 
alone, walking as he always did, and sending his bos 
by the earner. For him, as for so many of his student 
countrymen, coaches were rarely tasted luxuries 
They tramped over moor and road with their bundles 
on their shoulder, sleeping by the way at herdsmen’s 
cottages; and journeys which to the rich would be a 
delightful adventure, were not less pleasing to the 
sons of Scottish peasants because forced on them by 
honest poverty Mamhill had become again by this 
time the happiest of shelters to him, and between his 
family and himself the old clear affection and mutual 
trust had completely re-established themselves The 
passing cloud had risen only out of affectionate 
anxiety foi his eternal well-being Satisfied of the 
essential piety of his nature, his mother had been 
contented to believe that the diffeiences between 
herself and her son were differences of expiession 
merely, not of radical conviction His father was 
beginning to be proud of him, and was sensible enough 
to leave him to his own guidance Thiee quiet 
months were spent with his brothers and sisters while 
he was writing articles for Brewster’s Encyclopaedia 
In November he wa« m Edinburgh again with 1m- 
piovmg prospects 
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Things look as if they would go smoothly with me this 
wmtei (he wrote on November 17 to his father) I saw 
Brewster the other day, who received me kindly, and spread 
out his bank diaft for fifteen guineas like a man He told 
me fuithei that a translation was/<?r certain to be set about, 
and that I as certainly should have the fiist offer of it The 
woik is a French one, Legendre’s 4 Elements of Geometiy,’ 
which Jack knows well and has m his possession It is a 
thing I can work at, if the * gea of life ’ be m me at all, and 
for that cause alone I purpose to accept it Theie is plenty 
of Encyclopaedia work besides, and the worthy Review men 
seem to the full as desirous that I should write for them, as 
I am willing to wiite for anything m honour that will pay 
me well That poor article which you saw 1 has done me 
some good I find already, and though I respect neither them 
nor their cause among the highest, I have thoughts of com- 
plying for a time Fiom the whole of this you will happy 
to conclude that I am free of danger if I keep a sound body, 
which I shall surely do to a certain extent 

The first use which Cailyle made of his improved 
finance was to send his father a pair of spectacles, 
and his mother 6 a little sovereign to keep the fiend 
out of hei hussif.’ 

You will tell me I am poor (he said to her m a note which 
went with his present), and have so few myself of these 
coins , but I am going to have plenty by and by ; and if I 
had but one I cannot see how I could purchase more enjoy- 
ment with it than if I shared it with you Be not m want 
of anything, I entieat you, that I can possibly get for you* 

1 Perhaps one of the short biographies which Carlyle was -writing for 
Brewster He never republished these sketches, which are little more 
than exercises 
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It would be haid indeed if in the autumn of a life — the 
spnng and summer of which you have spent well m taking 
care of us — we should know what would add to your frugal 
enjoyments and not piocuie it 1 The stockings and 
othei things you have sent me are of additional value in my 
eyes, as proofs of the unwearied care with which you continue 
to watch over me I still hope to see the day when I may 
acknowledge all this more effectually I think you wanted a 
bonnet when I was at home Do not buy any till after the 
box returns 

His father and mother were not Carlyle’s only 
thought His brother John was woikmg hard at school, 
hoping that means might offer to enable him to attend 
the medical classes at Edinburgh Power rather than 
will was alone wanting for Carlyle to take the expense 
upon himself He was watching for an opportunity, 
and meanwhile he encouraged John to persevere with 
all his energy 

Thomas Cailyle to John Carlyle. 

Edinburgh December 11, 1821 

I send many a thought southward to you , often in the 
mind’s eye you appear seated at your mahogany tippet with 
the vanous accoutiements of a solitary student, labouring m 
seciet at the task which — feai it not, my boy — will yet be 
lewarded openly Few such quiet things m natuie have so 
much of the sublime in them as the spectacle of a poor but 
honouiable-minded youth, with diseouiagement all aiound 
him, but never-dying hope within his heart , forging, as it 
were, the armour with which he is destmed to lesist and 


1 This last paragraph is from another letter 
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overcome the hydras of this woild, and conquer for himself 
in due time a habitation among the sunny fields of life 
Like every other virtue this effoit may almost be called its 
own reward, even though success should never ciown it 
How poor, how beggai pool eoinpaied with this, is the vulgar 
noting, punch-dunking, oyster-eating existence often led by 
your borough proeuiator 01 embiyo piovost Tiuly, Jack, 
you have chosen the better pait, and as your brother I 
lejoice to see you peiseveie m it I peiused with deep 
mterest and pleasure your giaphic account of the style in 
which our father leceived the spectacles It is a cheap way 
of puichasmg pleasuie to make those that love us happy at 
so small an expense. 

Your affectionate biother, 

T Cablyle 
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CHAPTEE IX. 

AD 1822 JET 27 

An important change was now to take place m Carlyle’s 
circumstances, which not only raised him above the 
need of writing articles for biead or hunting after pupils, 
but enabled him to give his brother the lift into the 
University m which he had so ardently desired to enter 
him It came about m this way, through the instru- 
mentality of his constant friend, Edward Irving 
living’s position at Glasgow, Cailyle says, was not an 
easy one Theological Scotland was jealous of origin- 
ality, and living was always inclined to take a road of 
his own He said himself that ‘from the Westland 
Whigs he had but toleration when praised it was with 
reservation, often with cold and unprofitable admonition ’ 
Even Chalmers sometimes, m retailing the general 
opinion of him, c made him feel all black m his prospects ’ 
He was gi owing dispirited about himself, when, ]ust at 
that time, he received an invitation to go to London on 
experimental trial The Caledonian Chapel m Hatton 
Garden was m need of a minister f Certain Glasgow 
people,’ who thought more favouiably of Chalmers’s 
assistant than their neighbouis thought, or than 
Chalmers himself, named him to the trustees, and 
Irving was sent for that his ‘ gifts ’ might be ascei tamed 
The gifts proved to be what London wanted He was 
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brilliantly successful. There was no jealousy of origin* 
ality in Hatton Garden, but ardent welcome rather to a 
man who had something new to *ay on so worn a 
subject as the Christian religion 

I have preached (he repoited to Carlyle after three weeks’ 
experience), but I shall not repeat the compliments which 
burst upon me It is so new a thing to me to be praised 
m my pleaching, I know not how to look I have been 
hailed with the wannest reception They anticipate gieat 
things The Duke of Yoik was present at a Chanty sermon 
Sunday week , and much more which it is needless to lepeat 
One thing would have made your heart feel My audience 
was almost entirely young Scotchmen Ho fathers, no 
mothers, no sisters , seats full of youth — and how giave I 
how attentive ! 

Not the Duke of York only, but great persons of all 
kinds were brought to the Caledonian Chapel by the 
report of a new man of genius who really believed m 
Christianity It happened that among the rest there 
came Mrs Strachey, wife of a distinguished East Indian 
director, and her sister, Mrs Charles Buller Mr Buller 
was also a retired Anglo-Indian of eminence Mrs 
Strachey was devout and evangelical, and had been led 
to Hatton Garden by genuine interest, Mrs Buller 
had accompanied her m languid curiosity, she was 
struck, like the rest of the world, by Irving’s evident 
ability, and she allowed herself to be afterwards intro- 
duced to him She had three sons — one the Charles 
Buller who won so brilliant a place for himself m Parlia- 
ment, and died as he was beginning to show to what a 
height he might have risen , another, Arthur, the Sir 
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Arthur of coming years, an Indian judge , and a third, 
Reginald, who became a clergyman Charles was then 
fifteen having just left Hairow, and was intended per- 
haps for Cambridge , Arthur was a year or two younger, 
and Reginald was a child The Bullers were uncertain 
about the immediate education of the two elder boys 
Mrs Euller consulted Irang, and Irving recommended 
the University of Edmbuigh, adding that he had a 
friend of remarkable quality there who would prove an 
excellent tutor for them Mrs Buller was prompt m 
her decisions, if not always stable m adhering to them 
A negotiation was opened and was readily concluded 
Carlyle’s consent having been obtained, he was instructed 
to expect the arrival of his pupils as soon as arrange- 
ments could be made for their board The family in- 
tended to follow, and reside themselves for a time m 
Scotland Those who remember Charles Buller will read 
with revived interest Irving’s first impressions of him 

Edward Irving to Thomas Gao lyle 

London January 4, 1822 

My opinion is that m the mothei yon will meet 
a most pleasant, elegant, and sensible woman In the eldest 
boy, whom I have conversed with, you will meet a lathei 
difficult subject clever and acute, and not ill-informed foi 
his age , but his tastes are all given to Boxiana, Bond Street, 
and pleasure, gatheied out of the speculations and ambitions 
of Hanow School But while he argued for that style* of 
life against his mother and me, he displayed a soul far above 
it, and sporting with it, and easily to be dislodged from it , 
and he confessed, when his mother was gone, that he could 
apply himself with gieat good will foi seveial yeais to study, 
\ol i 10 
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and would delight to travel I told him and his mother that 
I should like myself to be his tutoi, and I spoke dona fide , 
foi nothing I peiceive is wanting but a superior mind to give 
him higher tastes and to breed admnation of excellence 
You could soon master him and easily direct him, though at 
the outset it might be a trial of your patience But I think 
you ought to submit to such a trial You would be no worse 
by it You laboui upon a good subject, foi a most accom- 
plished, quite a gallant and noble woman, and gracious 
withal, and willing to recompense your labours 

The salary was to be 200£. a year The offer, so 
desirable in many ways, came opportunely, and at 
Mamhill was warmly welcomed The times were 
hard , the farm was yielding short returns For once 
it was Carlyle who was to raise the spirits of the 
family. 


Thomas Carlyle to James Carlyle 

Edinburgh January 12, 1822 

. As to the times, it is an evil which must be 
promptly and effectually met, and many will fail foi want of 
a remedy, peihaps ninety-nine hundredths of the British 
farmeis before you need fear greatly And if the issue prove 
unfortunate, what then? You can stand it better than 
many — many whom it would leave without lesouices The 
worst is over , we are all past childhood, and with so many 
brave sons to stand between you and danger, why should 
you be afraid ? For myself, the eldest and least piofitable of 
them, I do sometimes think that Fate is about to lift its heavy 
hand off me, and that I shall yet have it m my power to be 
useful to you all My health is considerably better than it 
was last winter It will return completely, I trust, and inj 



THE BULLER TUTORSHIP 


147 


hopes are infinitely more extensive and bettei founded than 
they were at that peuod I have abundance of employment, 
and the expectation of moie, and more lucrative in process of 
time There is a place m paiticular about which living 
wrote to me the other day, that promises exceedingly well 
It is a tutorship in a London family, who have two sons 
intended to reside with their parents m Edinburgh till their 
education is completed The mothei, living says, is anj 
excellent peison , the sons likely to be more troublesome 
but the yearly salary is 200? , a lound solid sum for which a 
man would submit to much Accoidmgly I have engaged to ’ 
attend the youths when they aruve, which they are to do 
shortly, in quality of ‘teacher in the interim,’ for three 
months, till then paients amve, with the understanding 
that if I like them, and they me, I am to undeitake the 
office permanently 

To his mother Carlyle wrote at the same date — 

The woman, living says, is a gallant, accomplished 
person, and will lespect me well He warned hei that I had 
seen little of life, and was disposed to be lather high in the 
humour if not well used The place, if I like it and be fit 
foi it, will be advantageous foi me m many aspects I shall 
have time foi study and convenience foi it, and plenty of 
cash At the same time, as it is unceitam, I do not make it 
my bowei anchoi by any means If it go to nothing alto- 
gethei I shall snap my fingei and thumb in the face of all 
the Indian judges of the eaith, and letum to my pool desk 
and quill with as haid a heait as ever 

John Carlyle replies from Mamhill — 

We were all glad to heai from you The 200? figures largely 
in the eyes of our fathei, but not so laigely and exclusively, 

10 — 2 
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perhaps, as you would be supposed to think, considering all 
the beaungs of his chaiaoter He seems to entertain a veiy 
gieat deal moie of lespect towaids you of late than he was wont 
to cherish when you were strolling about the moors You 
can excuse him foi doing so He is one of the most wonder- 
ful persons m these paits, considering the mannei in which 
he was brought up 

The young Bullers arrived at Edinburgh early m the 
spring They lodged with a Dr Fleming in George 
Square, Carlyle being m daily attendance. 

From the first (he says), I found my Charles a most 
manageable, intelligent, cheery, and altogether welcome and 
agreeable phenomenon — quite a bit of sunshine m my 
dieary Edmbuigh element I was in waiting for his brother 
and him when they landed at Fleming’s We set instantly 
out on a walk round by the foot of Salisbury Ciags, up fiom 
Holyiood by the Castle and Law Couits home again to 
Geoige Squaie , and leally I lecollect few moie pleasant walks 
m my life — so all-mtelligent, seizing everything you said to 
him with such a piompt recognition, so loyal heaited, 
chivahous, guileless, so delighted evidently with me as I 
was with him Aithui, two yeais youngei, kept mainly 
silent, being slightly deaf too But I could perceive that he 
also was a fine little fellow, honest, mtelkgent, and kind, and 
that appaiently I had been much m luck m this didactic 
adventure, which proved abundantly the fact The two 
youths took to me with unhesitating liking, and I to them, 
afid we nevei had anything of quanel, 01 even of weaiiness 
and (Leanness between us — such teaching as I never had 
m any spheie befoie 01 smce Ohailes, by his qualities, his 
ingenuous curiosities, his bnlhancy of faculty and character, 
was actually an entertainment to me rathei than a labour 
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If we walked together, which I lemember sometimes happen- 
ing, he was the besc company which I could find in Edin- 
burgh I had entered him in Dunbar’s thud Greek class 
at College In Gieek and Latin, in the formei in eveiy 
respect, he was far my supenor, and I had to prepare my 
lessons by way of keeping him to his work at Dunbai’s 
Keeping him to work was my one difficulty, if theie was one, 
and my essential function I tned to guide him into read- 
ing, mto solid inquiry and reflection He got some mathe- 
matics from me, and might have had more He got, in bnef, 
what expansion mto wider fields of intellect and more manful 
modes of thinking and woikmg my poor possibilities could 
yield him, and was always geneiously grateful to me after- 
waids Fiiends of mine in a fine fiank way, beyond what I 
could be thought to merit, he, Arthui, and all the family 
lemamed, till death parted us 1 

Cailyle was now at ease m his circumstances He 
could help his brother , he had no more money 
anxieties He was living independently m his own 
100ms in Moray Street His evenings were his own, 
and he had leisure to do what he pleased Yet it was 
not his nature to be contented He was full of 
thoughts which were struggling for expiession, and he 
was beginning that piocess of ineffectual labour so 
familiar to every man who has risen to any height m 
literature, of trying to write something before he knew 
what the something was to be , of craving to give form 
to his ideas before those ideas had taken an organic 
shape. The result was necessarily failure, and along 
with it self-exasperation He tianslated his Legendie 


1 Reminiscences, vol 1 p 196 
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easily enough, and made a successful book out of it j 
but he was aspiring to the pioduction of an original 
work, and what it should be he could not decide Now 
it was an essay on Faust, now a history of the English 
Commonwealth, now a novel to be written m concert 
with Miss Welsh An article on Faust was finished, 
but it was crude and unsatisfactory The other 
schemes were commenced and thrown aside. The 
workings of his mmd appear m his letters to his 
brother. 


Thomas Carlyle to John Carlyle. 

Edinbuigh. March 15, 1822 

Your two letters came to hand about a foitmght ago 
I read them with the pleasure that all your letters give me 
They exhibit the same picture of young ardour, honest 
affection and inflexible pei severance, m worthy though diffi- 
cult pursuits, for which I have always loved you The last 
quality, peiseverance, I particulaily respect , it is the very 
hinge of all vnbues On looking over the woild the cause 
of nine parts in ten of the lamentable failuies which occur 
m men’s undertakings, and darken and degiade so much of 
their history, hes not m the want of talents or the will to 
use them, but in the vacillating and desultoiy mode of 
using them, m flying fiom object to object, in starting away 
at each little disgust, and thus applying the force which 
nught conquer any one difficulty to a senes of difficulties so 
large that no human force can conquer them The smallest 
biook on eaith by continuing to run has hollowed out for 
itself a consideiable valley to flow in The wildest tempest 
overturns a few cottages, uproots a few trees, and leaves 
after a short space no mark behind it Commend me, 
therefoie, to the Dutch vntue of peiseverance Without it 
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all the rest are little better than fairy gold, which glitters in 
youi puise, but when taken to market proves to be slate 01 
cmdeis 

This preaching, my beloved Jack, is directed against 
myself, who have need of it — not against you, who have 
none < Improve the passing hour, for it will never, never 
ietum,’ is a precept which you not only assent to but 
practise For myself study has in a measure ceased to be a 
thing of which I am capable At no period of my life did 
I spend my time more unprofitably than at present Sciences 
and arts and book-learning no longer inspire me with any 
suitable mterest, and my ignoiance, my indecision, my 
weakness of all kinds, prevent me flora fixing my heart on 
any one object of my own inventing Well did old Cnspus 
say, 4 Truly that man lives and enjoys existence who is intent 
on some undni taking and aims at the glory of some excellent 
attainment ’ It is in fact certain that I must wiite a book 
Would to Heaven that I had a subject which I could discuss 
and at the same time loved to discuss I cannot say foi 
ceitam whethei I have the smallest genius, but I know 
I have unrest enough to serve a parish Pity me, but 
I hope I shall not always be so pitiful a thing As foi my 
employment, it goes on pretty fairly The Bulleis are boys 
of many good qualities and many faults I am too httle 
beside them at present to grapple on fan teims with then 
inattentions and frequent peccadillos However, in the 
mam they are very superior boys, both in head and heart, 
and I think the undertaking will succeed ultimately 

Again, a few days later, a propos of the translation 
of Legendre — 

I am anxious to get all these mechanical things off my 
hand, so that I may be able to embark fanly m some more 
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honourable enterprise I have had a faint purpose for some 
weeks of writing some essay on the Genius and Charactei of 
Milton, if I could It is not quite the subject I should like, 
but bettei than none, so that I am still thinking of it, and 
deteimined at least to read the works that relate to it I 
am already through Clarendon’s ‘ History of the Rebellion ’ 
To-monow I shall try to get hold of Ludlow’s Memoirs, or 
some other of them My condition is rather strange at 
piesent I feel as if I were impelled to write , as if I had 
also very little powei to do it , but at the same time as if I 
had altogether lost the faculty of exerting that power It is 
these ‘ coorsed nervous disoiders ’ If I had but strong health ! 
But what is the use of talking ? If I had a super-eminent 
genius, the end would be still better attained, and the wish 
is perhaps just about as reasonable Should I never be 
healthy again, it will not aid me to complain, to sit and 
whine , i put finger in the eye and sob,’ because my longmgs 
are not giatified Better to do what I can while it is called 
to-day , and if the edifice I create he but a dog-hutch, it is 
moie honouiable to have built a dog-hutch than to have 
di earned of building a palace Theiefore, Jack, I mean to 
try if I can bestu myself Art is long and life is sboit , and 
of the three score and ten years allotted to the liver, how 
small a portion is spent m anything but vanity and vice, if 
not in wretchedness, and worse than unpiofitable struggling 
with the adamantine laws of fate ! I am wae when I think 
of all this, but it cannot be helped. 
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CHAPTER X. 

AD 1822 JET 27 

The correspondence with Haddington meanwhile 
grew more intimate The relations between tutor 
and pupil developed, or promised to develop, into 
liteiary partnership Miss Welsh sent Carlyle her 
verses to examine and correct Carlyle discussed his 
plans and views with her, and they proposed to write 
books m concert But the friendship, at least on her 
part, was literary only Carlyle, in one of his earliest 
letters to her, did indeed adopt something of the 
ordinary language of gallantry natural m a young 
man when addressing a beautiful young lady But 
she gave him to understand immediately that such a 
tone was disagreeable to her, and that their intimacy 
could only continue on fraternal and sisterly terms 
Cailyle obeyed without suspecting the reason He 
had known that Irving was engaged to Miss Martin 
It never occurred to him as possible that he could be 
thinking of anyone else, or anyone else of him 

As for Irving himself, the reception which he had 
met with m London was all that he could desire A 
brilliant career appeared to be opening before him, and 
ardent and enthusiastic as he was, he had allowed his 
future m all points to be coloured by his wishes 
There could be no doubt that the Hatton Garden com- 
mittee would confirm his London appointment He 
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would then be able to marry, and his fate would have 
to be immediately decided He was to return to Scot- 
land m the spring to be ordained — he was as yet only 
m his noviciate , meanwhile he was m high spirits, and 
his letters were of the rosiest colour 

Edward Irving to Thomas Carlyle . 

February 19, 1822 

I have taken new wing by my visit to London I see my 
way distinctly My intellect is putting forth new powers, at 
least I fancy so , and if God endow me with His grace, I 
foresee service to His Chuich My ambition — a sanctified 
one, I trust — is taking another dnection no less than an 
endeavour to bring the spirit and power of the ancient 
eloquence into the pulpit, which appeals to me the only 
place in modem manners for its revival I would like to 
hear your thoughts upon this subject, both as to the conect- 
ness of the idea and its pioper execution 

lb is for an audience chiefly I am so fond of London , 
perhaps as much for a school to learn m by conveisation and 
obseivation, foi which I think nature has fitted me moie 
than by books I have a wondeiful apUude to sympathise 
with men Their mannei of feeling, of thinking also, is 
clear to me, and, even when false, is mueiesting fiom a desire 
to set them right Jane Welsh accuses me of mtoleiance, 
but I think she is wiong, although I think I have some little 
skirmishes for appiobation But this is not deep, and will 
yield accoidmg as I receive the share which is my due 

And so will yours, my dear Cailyle , you have within you 
powers of good the world is not alive to, and which shall yet 
shine out to the confusion of many who discredit them 
Your natural power of devotion will yet have utterance , 
and youi deep-seated reveience of religion — the largest ex- 
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pansion and highest attainment of the soul, which makes 
your mother so superior to those around her — will yet make 
her son superior among the uch and literary men that aie 
heieafter to company with him* 

In March the trial period had ended The trustees 
were satisfied , Irving was to be minister of the Hatton 
Garden chapel* He returned to Glasgow m March 
to prepaie for his ordination* On April 29 he wrote to 
Carlyle again . — 

It is now at length determined that I go to London I 
have leceived the call, most respectably signed , and, what 
with subscriptions and the first of the seat-rents, the security 
of 500Z a year I go to Annan this day thiee weeks, where 
I am to abide duiing the month of June and obtain ordina- 
tion, then to London, without seeing Edmbuigh , and yet I 
would like to see you could you come through at the time of 
the sacrament Many things oppress my spirit at the pre- 
sent moment, nothing moie than parting with these most 
worthy and kind-hearted people Some other things also 
which I cannot lendei into language unto my own mind 
Theie is an independence about my charactei, a want of re- 
semblance especially with otheis of my piofession, that will 
cause me to be appiehended ill of I hope to come through 
honestly and cieditably God grant it I 

I am not wilting Irving’s history, save so far as it 
intersects with that of Carlyle, and I must hasten to 
the catastrophe of their unconscious rivalry The 
* other things’ which he could not render into lan- 
guage, the ‘independence of character which might 
-cause him to be apprehended ill of,’ referred to his 
^engagement, and to his intentions with respect to it 
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Miss Mai tin had been true to bun through many 
years of tedious betrothal, and he was bound to her 
by the strictest obligations of honour and conscience 
But it is only m novels that a hero can behave with 
entire propriety Folded among Irving’s letteis to 
Miss Welsh is a passionate sonnet addressed to her, 
and on the other side of it (she had preserved his 
verses and so much of the accompanying letter as 
was written on the opposite page of the paper) a frag- 
ment, written evidently at this period, m which he 
told her that he was about to mfoim Miss Martin and 
her father of the condition of his feelings It seems 
that he did so, and that the answer was unfavourable 
to his hopes. The Martins stood by their contract, 
as justice and Scotch custom entirely entitled them to 
do Miss Welsh had refused to listen to his addresses 
until he was free , and Irving, though he confessed 
afterwards (I use his own woids) that the struggle 
had almost ‘ made his faith and principles to totter,’ 
submitted to the inevitable He must have earned the 
news to Haddington m person , what had passed there 
may be gathered from a letter which he wrote to her 
from Carlyle’s lodgings m Edmbmgh, to which he had 
gone after all 

Edward h vmg to Miss Welsh. 

My well-beloved Fnend and Pupil, — When I think of 
you my mind is overspread with the most affectionate and 
tendei regard, which I neither know to name nor to desenbe 
One thing I know, it would long ago have taken the form 
of the most devoted attachment but for one intei vening cir- 
cumstance, and showed itself and pleaded itself befoie youi 
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heart by a thousand actions from which I must now restiam 
myself Heaven grant me its giace to lestiam myself , and, 
foigettmg my own enjoyment, may I be enabled to combme 
mto youi smgle self all that duty and plighted faith leave at 
my disposal When I am m youi company my whole soul 
would rush to seive you, and my tongue tiembles to speak 
my heait’s fulness But I am enabled to foibear, and have 
to find other avenues than the natural ones for the over- 
flowing of an affection which would haidly nave been able to 
confine itself within the avenues of natuie if they had all 
been opened But I feel within me the powei to prevail, 
and at once to satisfy duty to another and affection to you 
I stand tiuly upon giound which seems to shake and give 
way beneath me, but my help is m Heaven Beai with thus 
much, my early chaige and my present fuend, fiom one who 
loves to help and defend you, who would rathei die than 
wiong you or see you wionged Say that I shall speak no 
moie of the painful struggle that I am undergoing, and I 
shall be silent If you allow me to speak, then I shall reveal 
to you the features of a vntuous contention, to be ciowned, I 
piay and trust, with a Christian triumph It is very extra- 
ordinary that this weak nature of mine can beai two affec- 
tions, both of so intense a land, and yet I feel it can It 
shall feed the one with faith, and duty, and chaste affection , 
the other with paternal and fnendly love, no less pure, no 
less assiduous, no less constant — in letuin seeking nothing 
but peimission and indulgence 
I was little comforted by Eousseau’s letters, though 
holding out a most admirable moral , but much comforted 
and confirmed by the tew woids which your noble heart dic- 
tated the moment befoie I left you Oh, peisevere, my 
admirable pupil, in the noble admirations you have taken up 
Let affectionateness and manly firmness be the qualities to 
which you yield your love, and youi life shall he honourable * 
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advance vour admiration somewhat highei, and it shall be 
everlastingly happy Oh, do not forbid me from rising m 
my communications with one so capable of the loftiest con- 
ceptions Forbid me not to draw you upwaids to the love 
and study of your Creator, which is the beginning of wisdom 
I have returned Rousseau Count for ever, my dear Jane, 
upon my last efforts to minister to youi happiness, present 
and eveilastmg, 

Fiom your faithful friend and servant, 

Edward Irvino 

I should not unveil a story so sacred m itself, and 
m which the public have no concern, merely to amuse 
their curiosity , but Mrs Carlyle’s character was 
profoundly affected by this early disappointment, and 
cannot be understood without a knowledge of it 
Carlyle himself, though acquainted generally with 
the circumstances, never realised completely the in- 
tensity of the feeling which had been crushed 
Irving’s maniage was not to take place for a year, 
and it was still possible that something might happen 
m the interval He went back to his place m London, 
flung himself into leligious excitement as grosser 
natures go into drink, and took popularity by storm 
The fashionable world rushed after him The stieets 
about Hatton Gaiden were blocked with carnages 
His chapel was like a theatie, to which the admission 
was by tickets Cheat statesmen went with the stream 
Brougham, Canning, Mackintosh bespoke their seats, 
that they might hear the new actor on the theo- 
logical stage Irving concluded that he had a divine 
mission to re-establish practical Christianity He 
felt himself honoured above all men, yet he boie 
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his honours humbly, and m his quiet intervals his 
thoughts still flowed towards Haddington Miss 
Welsh’s husband he could not be , but he could 
still be her guide, her spiritual father — some link 
might remain which would give him an excuse for 
•writing to her As long as he was actually unmarried 
there was still hope, but he tried to avoid hinting at so 
remote a possibility. 

Edwcm d Irving to Miss Welsh . 


London September 9, 1822 

My dearest Fuend, — I said in the last walk which we 
enjoyed together on a Sabbath evening — when by the solemn 
stillness of the scene, no less than the pathetic chaiactei of 
our discouise, my mind was in that solemn frame which is 
my delight — that m future I was to take upon me m my 
letters the subject of your moial and religious improvement, 
leaving to other correspondents matteis of liteiatuie, taste, 
and entertainment But I have not forgot that you dis- 
charged me from pleaching to you m my letters, and I feai 
that what you humoiously call preaching is the very th in g 
which I shall have to do if I fulfil my resolution Now I 
can chat, though somewhat awkwaidby I confess , and ten 
years agone I had a little humom, vhich has now neaily 
deceased from neglect My mind was then light and airy, 
and loved to uttei its conceptions, and to look at them and 
laugh at them when uttered Then I could have written 
letters trippingly, and pouied out whatever was uppermost 
m my mind , but I can do that no longer I am aiming 
from morning till night to be a senous and wise man, though 
G-od knows how little I succeed The shortness of life is 
eveimoie m my eye, the wastmg of it befoie my conscience , 
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the responsibility of it ovei whelms me, and the vanity of it 
ashames me I cannot make a mock heioic of these t hing s, 
or laugh them away I was never so fai lost to good sense 
and good feeling as to tiy So they hang ovei me, and I 
must eithei smk down into a melancholy foilom cieatuie, 
weepmg and sighing and talking ovei the difficulties of 
living well, or I must use up m the stiength of Him who 
made me, and endeavour to woik my passage through the 
best and suiest way I can Tbs last I have chosen, like the 
wise men who have gone before me, and by God’s help I 
will fulfil it 

Now, my deal, dear fnend, bear with me if I violate the 
law of lettei -writing you imposed on me by daring to be 
seiious, and to speak to you whom I love of those things and 
that stiam which most I love The fine piomise of youi 
muid has been to me the theme of much conversation and of 
far more delightful thought It is not a pait of my chaiacter 
to withhold my admnation fiom otheis, 01 even fiom those 
I admire, and you youiself have often ehaiged me with 
exaggeiatmg your gifts Youi industiy to get knowledge, 
and to accomplish your mind with elegant learning, no one 
can exaggeiate Youi enthusiasm towaidsthe excellent and 
raie specimens of human genius is beyond that of any other 
I know , and your desiie to be distinguished by achieve- 
ments of mind is equalled only by your contempt of all other 
distinctions Now theie is in these qualities of character 
not only promise but assuiance of the highest excellence, if 
God give tune foi all to upen, and you give ear to his 
directions foi bunging the human chaiactei to perfection 
Now it does give me gieat hope that God will yet he pleased 
to open youi mind to the highest of all knowledge, the know- 
ledge of his Blessed Son, and give therewith the highest of 
all delights, of being like his Son in chaiacter and m destiny, 
when I see you not alienated from men of genius by their 
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being men of leligion, but attracted to them I think lather 
the moie 

I could wish, indeed — and forgive me when I make fiee 
to suggest it — that youi mind weie less anxious foi the dis- 
tinction of being enrolled amidst those whom this woild 
hath ciowned with their admnation, than among those whom 
God hath crowned with his appioval There are two things 
to be kept m view in judging of the worth of men — first 
what powers they had, and then what uses they turned them 
to You and I agiee always when we meet with a person of 
power, but you do not go so far as I in exacting from them 
a good use of it I do not wish it turned to arts of cruelty, 
which satne and udicule and scorn are I can endure this 
no more than I can endure the tyianny of a despot or the 
wilfulness of a man of power They piey upon the physical 
lights and comforts of their undeikngs , the others prey 
upon the feelings, by fai the tendeiei and noblei pait I 
do not wish it turned to the aggiandisement and adulation 
of its possessor , for he doth not possess it by virtue of him- 
self, but by his Makei and his Preseiver Keep away these 
two things, the cruel tieatment of another, and the deifica- 
tion of one’s self, and I will not be offended with the exercise 
of mental power , but to satisfy me I seek f 01 much besides 
I must have it husbanded and not wasted in mdolence, for 
that is as bad almost as the indulgence of superiority Then 
I must have it turned to the discovery of tiuth, and to the 
undeceiving of men, then to lead them into the way of their 
well-being Then finally, which should have been first, or 
lathei which should be the moving pimciple of the whole, to do 
honour unto God who has made us masters of our pow&s 
Find people of this kind fiom the annals of the woild , 
admire them, love them, be like them, and God enrol you 
among them Oh, how few I find, my dear Jane, haidly 
have I found a single one, who can stand the intoxication of 

VO£ I f U 
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high talents, or resist presuming to lord it over others. 
They cry out against kings for their arbitrary tempers I 
think men of talents are more so Nothing can overcome it 
but the power and wisdom of God, which is in the gospel of 
his dear Son, your Saviour and mine, and the Saviour of all 
who believe , who though the bughtness of his Father’s 
glory and the expiess image of his person, and speaking as 
no man spoke, took upon Him the foim of a servant, and 
submitted to the death of the cross Therefore God highly 
exalted Him, and hath given Him a name above every name 
So also will He exalt all others who like Him use those their 
high gifts and appointments to the service of God and their 
fellows 

Enough of this, for I have much more to speak of Of 
my own condition I can speak with gieat satisfaction, in as 
far as favour and fuendship aie concerned, and the outward 
prosperity of my calling I have no evidence to judge by 
faither than that my Chapel is filled, and that their patient 
hearing of discourses, each an horn and a quaiter long, 
testifies they aie not dissatisfied with the stuff they aie 
made of In another respect I have reason to be thankful 
that God has revealed to me of late the largeness of my own 
vanity and the worthlessness of my own services, which, if 
He follows up with fuithei light upon the best way foi me 
to act in future, and with stiength to act as He teaches me, 
then I have no doubt of a great increase both of happiness 
and fruit 

I have made no acquaintance in London of any literary 
eminence, but I shall, I doubt not, in good time I derive 
htfle advantage fiom my acquamtances, my course is so 
different from theirs The next moment I have unemployed 
I devote to my friend Carlyle, to whom I have not yet found 
time to write Oh that God would give rest to his mind, 
and instruct him in his truth I meditate a work upon the 
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alienation of clever men from their Maker But this shall 
not hinder me from taking np the life of St Paul, which 
deserves certainly the highest stiain of poetry, but I am 
utteily unable for such a task 

My love to your mother Oh, how I would like to see 
you both, to live with you m the quietness and love which I 

have so often 1 The next time I come to live with you 

I hope I shall be moie worthy of your kindness, being moie 
satisfied with myself, and standing firmei in the favour of 
my God, whom that my dear Jane may always set befoie hei 
is the fiist and last piayei of her most true and faithful 
fuend, 

Edward Irving 

This letter is one of Irving’s best, simple, true, and 
from his heart, while it is kept fiimly within the lines 
which he had prescribed for himself Others were less 
collected, and perhaps less resigned He would lie on 
his sofa m the December midnight, listening to the 
music of the streets, and then pour out his emotions to 
Mrs Welsh, telling her how Haddington had been a 
haven of peace to him , how the happiest days of his 
life had been spent under her roof, how ‘nowheie had 
thoughts of piety and virtue come to him so little 
sought as with her and his deal pupil 5 Every day m 
his walk he passed a window where theie was a 
portrait of Miss Kelly as Juliet 5 It had the cast of 
Miss Welsh’s eye,’ he said, c m one of its most piercing 
moods which he could never stand to meet, the round- 
ness of her forehead, and somewhat of the archness of 
her smile.’ He was very miserable at times, but he 


1 Word omitted 
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straggled with his weakness His duty was plain and 
peiemptory, and should be done, let the cost be what it 
might* 

Though he seldom found time to write to Carlyle, 
he had not forgotten him He was eager to see him 
m the position which of right belonged to him, 
especially to see him settled m London ‘Scotland 
breeds men/ he said, ‘ but England rears them 5 He 
celebrated his friend’s praises m London circles He 
had spoken of him to Mr Taylor, the proprietor of the 
‘ London Magazine . 5 Carlyle had meditated a senes of 

* portraits of men of genius and character 5 Taylor, on 
Irving’s recommendation, undertook to publish these 
sketches m monthly numbers, paying Carlyle sixteen 
guineas a sheet Carlyle closed with the proposal, 
and a ‘Life of Schiller’ was to be the fiist to appear 
living’s unwearied kindness unfoitunately did not help 
him out of his own entanglements The year passed, 
and then he married, and fiom that time the old, 
simple, unconscious Irving ceased to exist His letters, 
once so genial and transparent, became verbose and 
stilted Though ‘faith and principle’ escaped un- 
scathed, his intellect was shattered He plunged 
deeper and deeper into the gieat ocean of unrealities 
When his illusions failed him his health gave way, and 
after flaming for a few years as a world’s wonder, he 
died, still young m age, worn out and broken-hearted 

* There would have been no tongues,’ Mrs Carlyle once 
said, ‘ had Irving married me ’ 

Carlyle, meanwhile, was working with his pupils, and 
so far as circumstances went, had nothing to complain 
of. The boys gave him little trouble. He was no 
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longer obliged to write articles for Biewster to support 
himself The Legendre was well done — so well that he 
was himself pleased with it 

I still remember (he says) a happy forenoon (Sunday, I 
fear) m which I did a Fifth hook (01 complete Doctrine of 
Proportion) foi that woik Complete really and lucid, and 
yet one of the buefest ever known It was begun and done 
that foienoon, and I have, except conectmg the press next 
week, never seen it smce , but still feel as if it was right 
enough and felicitous m its kind I got only 50 1 foi my 
entire tiouble m that Legendre, and had already ceased to 
be the least pioud of mathematical piowess , but it was an 
honest job of work honestly done, though peihaps for bread 
and- water wages, and that was such an improvement upon 
wages pioducmg, in Jean Paul’s phiase, ‘ only water without 
the biead * 

He ought to have been contented , but content was 
not in him Small discomforts were exaggerated by 
his imagination till they actually became the monsters 
which his fancy represented He was conscious of 
exceptional power of some kind, and was longing to 
make use of it, yet was unable as yet to find out what 
sort of powei it was, 01 what to do with it 

If I fail (he wrote to Miss Welsh at the beginning of 
the Buller engagement) to effect anything m my day and 
generation, anything to justify Providence for having called 
me into His universe, the weakness of my ability, not of my 
will, shall be to blame I have much to strive with, much 
to do The few conceptions that actually exist within me 
are scattered m a thousand directions, distracted, dis 
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memhered, without form and void , and I have yet gained 
no right mastery of my pen, no light familiarity with the 
public, to express them even if woifch expressing Never- 
theless I must persevere What motives have I not which 
man can have ? The brightest hopes and the daikest fears 
On the one side obscunty and isolation, the want of all that 
can render life enduiable, and death, 4 sad refuge from the 
storms of fate,’ without even an approving conscience to dis- 
arm it of its stmg On the othei is I tell you, my 

fnend, to be m no pain for me Either I shall escape from 
this obscure sojourn, or persist as I ought m trying it The 
game is deep, but I must play it out I can no other, so 
away with fear 

Meanwhile I am not unhappy It is tiue I have none to 
love me here , none that I can love But I have long been 
studying the painful lesson to live alone, and the task is 
easier than it was I enjoy quiet and free an and returmng 
health I have business in abundance foi the present, and 
the future lies befoie me vaguely, but with some glimpses 
of a solemn beauty irradiating all its gloom When I com- 
pare the aspect of the woild to me now with what it was 
twelve months ago, I am far fiom desponding 01 complaining 

If he could not express himself to his satisfaction 
when trying to write for the public, he could describe 
well enough anything which happened to him, when 
telling it m a private letter To his mother he was 
the best of correspondents Here is a little incident 
characteristic both m manner and matter, 

Thomas Carlyle to Mrs Carlyle , MavnJvdL 

3 Moray Street, Edinburgh June 2, 1822 

It will give you pleasure to know that I continue im* 
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proving in that most important of qualities, good health 
The bathing does me great good, and you need be under 
no appiehension of my drowning Unfoitunately my mode 
of sleeping is too megular to admit of my bathing constantly 
before breakfast Small noises disturb me and keep me 
awake, though I always get to sleep at last, and happily such 
distuibances occur but rarely Some two weeks ago I had 
a little adventure with an ugly messm , which a crazy half- 
pay captain had thought proper to chain m his garden, 01, 
rather, grass-plot, about twenty yards from my window The 
pug felt unhappy in its new situation, began repining very 
pitifully in its own way , at one time snailing, grinning, 
yelping, as if it caied not whether it were hanged then or 
to-monow , at another, whining, howling, scieanung, as if it 
meant to excite the compassion of the earth at laige — this, 
at intervals, for the whole night By five o’clock in the 
mo rning I would have given a guinea of gold for its han d 
legs firm m my right hand by the side of a stone wall 1 
Next day the ciazy captain removed it, being threatened by 
the street at laige with prosecution if he did not But on 
the evening of the second day, being tired of keeping the cur 
in his kitchen, he again let it out, and just as I was falling 
asleep, about one o’clock, the same musical, fi most musical, 
most melancholy’ serenade aioused me from my vague 
dieammgs I listened about half an hour, then rose indig- 
nantly, put on my clothes, went out, and charged the watch- 
man to put an instant stop to the accursed thing The 
watchman could not for the world mteifere with a gentle- 
man’s rest at that hour, but next morning he would ceifcainly, 
&c &c I asked to be shown the door, and pulling the Crazy 
captain’s bell about six times, his servant at length awoke, 
and inquired with a tremulous voice, what was it 2 I alluded 


1 Carlyle’s mode of speech he was exceptionally tender to animals 
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to the dog and demanded the instant, the total, the ever- 
lasting removal of it, 01 to-monow I would see whether 
justice was m Edinburgh, or the shadow of Bntish law m 
force ‘ Do you heai that ? ’ said the Irish knight of the 
rattle and lanthom She heaid it and obeyed, and no 
wretched messm has since distmbed my slumbers 

You ask about my home coming (he contmues, the dog 
bemg disposed of) , but this must be a very uncertain story 
for a while I cannot count on any such thing till the 
Bullei people 1 are arrived, and in the event of my fuithei 
engaging with them, my period of absence must of couise 
be short Howevei, theie is good and cheap conveyance to 
Dumfries daily, and it shall go hard if I do not steal a week 
or so to spend at home It is the deaiest blessing of my 
life that I have you to write to and to care for me . . . 

June 29 — I am in very fair health considering everything 
about a hundied tunes as well as I was last yeai, and as 
happy as you evei saw me In fact I want nothing but 
steady health of body (which I shall get in time) to be one 
of the comfoitablest persons of my acquaintance I have 
also books to write and tlnngs to say and do in this woild 
which few wot of This has the an of vanity, but it is not 
altogether so I considei that my Almighty Authoi has given 
me some glimmerings of supenoi understanding and mental 
gifts , and I should reckon it the woist tieason against Him 
to neglect impiovmg and using to the veiy utmost of my 
power these his bountiful meicies At some future day it 
shall go haid but I will stand above these mean men whom 
I have never yet stood with But we need not prate of this 
I am very much satisfied with my teaching In fact, it is a 
pleasure rather than a task The Bullers are quite another 
soib of boys than I have been used to, and treat me in another 


1 Mr and Mrs 0 Euller 
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sorb of manner than tutors aie used to When I think of 
Geneial Dixon’s brats , 1 and how they used to vex me, I often 
wondei I had nob bioken then backs at once, and left them 
This would not have done, to be sure , but the temptation 
was considerable The eldest Bullei is one of the cleverest 
boys I have ever seen He delights to mqune and aigue 
and be demolished He follows me almost mgh home every 
night Very likely I may baigain finally with the people, 
but I have no ceitain intimation on the subject , and, m 
fact, I do not care immensely whethei or not Theie is 
biead foi the diligent to be gained in a thousand ways 

In July the London season ended, and the parent 
Bullers arrived m Edinburgh with their youngest boy 
They took a large house and settled foi the autumn 
and winter They made acquaintance with Carlyle, 
and there was immediate and agreeable recognition 
of one another’s qualities, both on his side and theirs 
Mrs Buller was clever and cultivated 2 In her creed 
she was Manichsean In her youth she had been a 
beauty, and was still handsome, and was in London 

1 Past pupils, of whom I find no other notice 

2 Mrs Buller had been celebrated at Calcutta Among Carlyle’s 
papers I find the following fine lines by John Leyden, which have 
never, I believe, before been printed — 

Verses to Mrs Buller on seeing her m a Highland dress , by 
Doctor John Leyden 

(From a copy m Mrs BuUer’s handwriting, January 1824 ) 

That bonnet’s pride, that tartan’s flow, 

My soul with wild emotion fills , 

Methmks I see m Fancy’s glow 
A princess from the land of hills 
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the centre of an admiring circle of intellectual politi- 
cians and unbelieving Radicals She was first amused, 
then charmed and really interested m a person so 
distinctly original and remarkable as her son’s tutor. 
Her husband, though of different quality, liked him 
equally well Mr Buller was practical and hard- 
headed ; a Benthamite m theory, m theology negative 
and contemptuous. He had not much sympathy with 
literature, but he had a keen understanding , he could 
see faculty, and appreciate it whenever it was genuine, 
and he forgave Carlyle’s imagination for the keenness of 
his sarcasms. Thus it was not only settled that he 
was to continue to be the tutor, but he was admitted 
into the family as a friend, and his presence was 
expected m the drawing-room m the evenings more 
often than he liked. The style of society was new to 
him, and he could not feel himself at ease The habits 
of life were expensive, and the luxuries were not to his 
taste. 

Tea (he wrote) I now consume with urns and china and 
splendid appaiatus all aiound me, yet I often turn from 
these grandems to the little c down the house ’ at Mamhill, 
wheie kind affection makes amends for all deficiencies 
Often, often, my dear mother, in coming years, we shall yet 

Oh for a fairy’s hand to trace 
The rainbow tints that rise to view. 

That slender form of sweeter grace 
Than e’er Malvina’s poet drew f 

Her brilliant eye, her streaming hair, 

Her skin’s soft splendours do display, 

The finest pencil must despair 
Till it can pamt the solar ray. 

(ktiovtta, 1311 
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dnnk tea there, enjoy oor pipes and friendly chat together, 
and pity all the empty gorgeousness of the eaith 

On the other hand, he found Mis Buller, naturally 
enough, f one of the most fascinating, refined women 
he had ever seen * The e goodman * he did not take to 
quite so readily, but he thought him at least ‘an 
honest, worthy, straightforward English gentleman 9 
His comfort was considered m every way They would 
have liked to have him reside m their house, but 
he wished to keep his lodgings in Moray Street, and no 
difficulty was made Even his humours, which were 
not always under restraint, were endured without 
resentment* 

The people treat me (he wrote to his bi other John m 
September) with a degree of respect which I do not deserve 
They have submitted implicitly to all my ideas about a 
lodging place They have delivered me, without even a hint 
on my part, fiom the drudgery of teaching their youngest 
boy , 1 and oui arrangements for the other two have been 
formed with a view to my convenience as much as to that of 
any other The boys, too, behave well , and though I clearly 
perceive that the management of my duties will require the 
whole of my slender stock of prudence and discretion, yeb 
this stock, I expect, will suffice to cany me through without 
discredit 

Again, a little later* — 

• 

I am well and comf 01 table as I could wish Buller’s 
house is becoming more and moie a kind of home to me 
The elders treat me almost like a son in many respects, the 


1 Reginald, then ten years old 
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younger members almost like a brother Oui studies am 
going on moderately well There is nothing but good 
agieement as yet, and I think the thing will do 

Not the least of the advantages of this tutorship was 
the power which it gave Carlyle of being useful to his 
family John Carlyle came m the autumn to live with 
him m Moray Street and attend the University lectures, 
Cailyle taking upon himself the expenses With him- 
self, too, all was going well He had paid a hasty visit 
to Mamhill m October , where, perhaps, as was likely 
enough, m some of their midnight smokes together, he 
had revived the anxieties of his mother about his 
spin tual state His constant effort was to throw his 
own thoughts into her language, and prevent her from 
distressing herself about him 

Thomas Cm lyle to Mrs Cm lyle , Mamhill 

Edmbmgh November 14, 1822 

You have not sent me a line since I went away I am 
not smpnsed at this, knowing how you aie cucumstanced, 
but it keeps me veiy much m the daik with regaid to your 
situation I can only hope you aie m your usual state of 
health and spints, fighting as foimeily against the incon- 
veniences of your present life, and brightening all its diean- 
ness by the hopes of a better Theie is nothing else that 
can keep the happiest of us m a state of peace, worth eallmg 
by the name of peace , and ‘ with this anchor of the soul 
both sure and steadfast * the unhappiest man alive is to be 
envied You think I am a very thoughtless character, care- 
less of eternity, and taken up with the vain concerns of time 
alone Depend upon it, my dear mothei, you misjudge me 
These thoughts aie rooted m every reflecting mind, in mine 
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perhaps more deeply than m many that make more noise 
about them , and of all the qualities that I love m you, theie 
is none I so much love as that heioic feeling of devotion 
which elevates you so much above the meanness of ordinal y 
persons in yom situation, which gives to the humble cncum- 
stances of youi lot a dignity unbonowed of eaithly grandeur 
as well as fai supenoi to the highest state of it , and which 
ornaments a mind untiamed in worldly education and ac- 
complishments with sentiments aftei which mere literature 
and philosophy with all then pietensions would foi ever 
strive in vain The diess of our opinions, as I have often 
told you, may be different, because oui modes of life have 
been dilfeient , but fundamentally oui sentiments aie com- 
pletely the same We should tolerate each other, therefore, 
m ttus world, wheie all is weak and obscure, tiustmg mean- 
while that we shall compiehend all things moie perfectly m 
that clearei land wheie faith is changed into vision , where 
the dim though feivent longings of om minds fiom this 
their daik prison-house aie changed foi a richness of actual 
giandeiu, beyond what the most aident imagination has 
ventured to conceive Long may these hopes be yours, my 
deaiest mother. Whoevei entertains them is richer than 
longs 

The young Bullers are gone to college 3 a few days ago, 
and I do not go neai them till two o’clock in the afternoon 
By this means I not only secure a competent space of time 
for my own studies, but find also that my stomach tioubles 
me a good deal less aftei bieakfast than it used to do when 
I had a long humed walk to take befoie it 

My duties are of an easy and brief sort I dine at half’- 
past three with a small and very civil youth, little Beginald, 
contracted into Reggy, and I have geneially done with the 


1 The University term having begun 
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whole against six I find Jack immersed in study when I 
return He cooks the tea foi us, and we afterwards devote 
ourselves to busmess till between eleven and twelve My 
brotherly love to all the younkers about home, to each by 
name Why do they never write ? Will you not wiite ? 

I am, evei affectionately youi son — thy son ! » 

T Carlyle 


Once more before the year closed — 
To the Same . 


December 4. 

It is alieady past twelve o’clock, and I am tiled and 
sleepy, but I cannot go to rest without answering the kind 
little note which you sent me, and acknowledging these new 
instances of your unwearied attention to my interests and 
comfort I am almost vexed at these shirts and stockings 
My dear mother, why will you expend on superfluities 
the pittance I mtended foi very diffeient ends ? I again 
assure you, and would swear it if needful, that you cannot 
get me such enjoyment with it in any way as by convincing 
me that it is adding to your ora Do not theiefoie frustiate 
my puiposes I send you a small scieed of verses which I 
made some time ago I fear you will not care a doit for 
them, though the subject is good — the delrveiance of Switzer- 
land fiom tyranny by the hardy mountaineers at the battle 
of Morgarten above five hundied years ago 

This is my birthday I am now seven and twenty years 
of age What an unpiofitable lout I am ! What have I 
done m this world to make good my place m it, or rewaid 
those that had the trouble of my upbringing ? Great part 
of an ordinary lifetime is gone by, and here am I, poor 
onfler, still sojourning in Meshech, still dwelling among the 
tents of Kedar May the great Father of all give me 
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strength to do better m time remaining, to be of service m 
the good cause m my day and generation, and, having 
finished the work which was given me to do, to lie down and" 
sleep m peace and puiity m the hope of a happy rising 

The ' screed of verses ’ was not thought worthy of a 
place among the few fragments of his poetry which 
Carlyle afterwards published, though they are as good 
as any of the rest Long and patiently he had toiled 
at verse-making Infinite loose sheets of paper remain 
covered with the memorials of his efforts. It was the 
received opinion that m verse alone fine emotion and 
spiritual thought could be clothed m adequate form 
The poets, so far as Carlyle could see, had been the 
wisest men Inspiration meant poetry, and poetry in- 
spiration, and if he had any genius m him worth con- 
sidering, he thought it his duty to master the mechanical 
difficulties of the art He never entirely succeeded. 
Rhyme and metre were to Carlyle like Saul’s armour to 
David, and the intended vase turned out usually no 
better than an earthen pitcher The ‘scieed’ is good 
as an echo of Campbell or Byron, or of both combined, 
but theie is no trace m it of original native power 

Proud Hapsburgh came forth m the gloom of his wiath, 
"With his banners of pomp and his Ritters in mail, 

For the herdsmen of Un have fionted his path, 

And the standaid of fieedom is raised m the vale 

All scornful advancing, he thought as he came 
How the peasants would shrink at the glance of his eye 5 

How then heath-coveied chalets in nun must flame, 

And the hope of the nation must wither and die 
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But marked he the moment when thundenng and vast 
The voice of the Switzers m echoes aiose, 

When the rocks of the glen fiom the hill summits cast, 
Camed vengeance and death on the heads of then foes, 


Now chaige m your fury, ye sons of the Pell, 

Now plunge ye your blades m the heaits of his men ; 
If ye conquer, all time of your gloiy shall tell, 

And conqueied ye ne’er shall aiouse ye again 


’Tis done, and the spoilers are crushed and o’eithiown. 
And terroi has struck through the souls of the pioud, 
Foi the Despot of Austna stoops from his throne, 

And the wai-ciy of Un is wiathful and loud 


In speed they came on, but still fasfcei they go, 
While imn and honoui aiound them aie hulled, 
And the field of Moigaiben m splendoui shall glow, 
Like Maiathon’s field, to the end of the woild 


Once only Cailyle did better than this, when love 
came to assist his inspiration Miss Welsh’s injunctions, 
though they subdued the tone of his letters, could not 
prevent a confidential intei course with a young, fascin- 
ating woman from pioducmg its natural effect er ~ 
haps, after Irving was lost to her, though she gave 
Carlyle no encouragement, she was less peremptory 
cold He on his part regarded her as the most per ect 
of women, beyond his practical hopes, but not beyon 
his adoration, and he indulged m the usual flight 0 
musical imagining — 
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They chide thee, fair and fervid one, 

At Gloiy’s goal foi aiming, 

Does not Jove’s bud, its flight begun, 
Soai up against the beaming sun, 
TJndazed in splendour flaming* 

Young brilliant creature, even so 
A lofty instinct draws thee, 

Heaven’s fires within thy bosom glow, 
Could earth’s vain fading vulgar show 
One horn’s contentment cause thee ? 

The gay saloon ’twas thine to tiead, 

Its stateliest scenes adorning, 

Thine be, by noblei wishes led, 

With bays to ciown thy lofty head, 

All meanei homage scorning 

Bright maid, thy destiny as I view, 
Unutteied thoughts come o’er me , 
Enrolled among earth’s chosen few, 
Lovely as morning, puie as dew, 

Thy image stands befoie me 

Oh, that on Fame’s far shining peak, 
With gieat and mighty numbered, 
Unfading laurels I could seek , 

This longing spmt then might speak 
The thoughts within that slumbeied 

Oh, m the battle’s wildest swell, 

By hero’s deeds to win thee, 

To meet the chaige, the stormy yell, 

The aitilleiy’s flash, its thundering knell, 
And thme the light within me 


VQfc i , 
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What man m Fate’s dark day of power, 

While thoughts of thee upbore him, 

Would shrink at danger’s blackest lour 
Oi faint m Life’s last ebbing hour, 

If tears of thine fell o’er him ? 

These lines are noteworthy for the emotion which 
they express, but not even they have the ring of genuine 
gold The feeling did not seek the metre because it 
could not otherwise find fit expression The metre was 
rather laboriously adapted to the feeling, because the 
metrical form was assumed to be the right and ap- 
propriate one Had Carlyle struggled on upon the false 
track, he might have written good artificial verses, 
showing from time to time a mind impatient of its 
fetters, but he would scarcely have risen to true great- 
ness Happily he was himself under no illusions His 
object was to write out the truth that was m him he 
saw his mistake, and he left his ideas to take the shape 
that was most natural to him Taylor’s offer for the 
f London Magazine ’ came to the help of his resolution, 
and he began his Life of Schiller as the commencement 
of the intended series Goethe was designed to follow. 
But the biography of Goethe was soon exchanged for a 
translation of 6 Wilhelm Meister 5 

Thus opened the year 1823 The Buffer connection 
continued to be agreeable John Carlyle’s companion- 
ship relieved the loneliness of the Edinburgh lodgings, 
while spare moments were occupied with writing letters 
to Miss Welsh or correcting her exercises. 


We lead a quiet life at present (he wrote to his brother 
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Alexander) No incident breaks the smooth current of our 
history None meddles with ns, we meddle with none 
Jack is studying bones, and the like I write nonsense all 
the morning, then go and teach from two till six, then come 
home and read till half -past eleven, and so the day is done 
I am happy while I can keep myself busy, which, alas t is not 
by any means always The other day I went with Murray 
to call upon Macculloch, the Scotsman He was sitting like 
a great Polar bear, chewing, and vainly trying to digest, the 
doctrines of Adam Smith and Ricardo, which he means to 
vomit forth again next spnng in the shape of lectures to ‘ the 
thinking public 1 of this city He eyed me with suspicion 
and distrust , would not come forth into open parley at all 
What ailed the great Macculloch I could not tell Bid he 
ever feelfeai ? or might I be come to spy out the nakedness 
of his land P — I would not give a rush to know 

Communications more interesting than political 
economy came in weekly by the earner from MamMl. 
His father wrote to him on the 1st of January 

James Carlyle to Thomas Carlyle . 

MamMl Jan 1, 1823 

I take the pen m hand once moie to write to you, 
though you may look for nothing but a few ill-arranged 
thoughts But however that may be, I can tell you that I 
am in as good health as any of my age can expect to enjoy 
In spite of bad tunes we are fighting away, and by feeding 
cattle, selling our bailey, and one thing and another, we 
think we can meet our landlord at Candlemas this year as 
formeily , and when we can do that, you know we may go on 
so long as we are m any measure of health How long that 
may be we cannot say He who knows all things only knows 

12 — 2 
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what is before ns , but we may know, both by Scripture and 
by our own obseivation, that before long we must leave the 
place we now occupy for a place m eternity, and only one of 
two places can we look for, as there is not a thud , and the 
Apostle tells us that, as we spend our time here, so will our 
eternal state be May the Loid make us all wise to con- 
sidei these things, and to think on our latter end 
I foigot the last time I wrote to tell you that I had got 
the book of sermons safe which you sent me, and I like 
them very well When I was reading Balmer’s sermon on 
the Besunection, it bi ought into my mind a sermon pleached 
by Mr William Grlen nearly on the same subject He said 
many things about the eternity of the body that would use 
at the day of judgment, and the subject was disputed about 
by Eobeit Scott and G-eoige Maclvin Bobert Scott was for 
the same body rising again The arguments weie talked 
ovei one morning at the meetmg house dooi I was pre- 
sent, and was lather involved m the dispute I obseived 

that I thought a stinking clogg of a body like Bobert Scott 
the weavei’s would be very unfit to inhabit those places 
Your mothei wishes you a happy new year, and she 
wishes it may be the best you ever have seen, and the worst 
you ever may see 

I am, dear Son, 

Your loving father, 

James Carlyle 

The family, young and old, often contributed their 
scraps to the carrier’s budget on these occasions The 
youngest child of all, Jane, called the Craw, or Crow, 
from her black hair, and not yet able even to write, 
was heard composing m bed m the morning, to be 
enclosed m her father’s letter, ‘a scrap of doggerel from 
his affectionate sister Jane Carlyle.’ 
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Of Carlyle’s brothers, Alexander had the most natural 
genius Of his sisters, the eldest, Maigaret, had a 
tenderness, grace, and dignity of character which, if 
health and circumstances had been more kind, would 
have made her into a distinguished woman But Jane 
was peculiar and original She, when the day’s work 
was over, and the young men wandered out m the 
summer gloaming, would cling to 'Tom’s’ hand and 
trot at his side, catching the jewelled sentences which 
dropped fiom his lips She now, when he was far 
away, sent, among the rest, her little thoughts to him, 
composing the ' meanest of the letter kind ’ instinctively 
m rhyme and metre , her sister Mary, who had better 
luck m haying been at school, writing down the words 
for her 

'Surely a very singular little crow,’ was Carlyle’s 
observation on reading her characteristic lines. 
c Meanest of the letter kind ’ became a family phrase, 
to be met with for many years when an indifferent 
composition seemed to require an apology Carlyle, m 
return, thought always first of his mother He must 
send her a present She must tell him what she 
needed most ' Dear bairn,’ she might answer, * I want 
for nothing ’ But it was not allowed to serve * She 
must understand that she could not gratify him so 
much as by enabling him to promote her comfort ’ 

Life (he wiote to her) is still in piospect to Jack and 
me We are not yet what we hope to be Jack is going 
to become a laige gawsie broad-faced piactiser of physic, to 
ride his horse m time, to give aloes by the rule, to make 
money and be a large man , while I, m spite of all my 
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dyspepsias and nervousness and hypochondrias, am still bent 
on being a very meritorious sort of character lather noted 
in the world of letters, if it so please Providence, and useful, 
I hope, whitheisoevei I go, in the good old cause , for which I 
beg you to believe that I cordially agiee with you in feeling 
my chief mteiest, howevei we may diffei in our modes of 
expiessmg it* 



KINNAIRD 


183 


CHAPTER XI. 

A.D 1823 2ET 2a 

The Bulleus after a winter’s experience grew tired of 
Edinburgh, and in the spring of 1823 took Kmnaird 
House, a large handsome residence m Perthshire 
Carlyle during the removal was allowed a holiday He 
had been complaining of his health again He had been 
working hard on Schiller, and was beginning his transla- 
tion of c Meister 9 His brother had gone home when 
the University session was over, and describes the 
anxiety of the family with a degree of humour unusual 
with him. 


John Carlyle to Thomas Carlyle 

May 5, 1823 

I found all the MamMl people well in body and mind, 
all very cheerful, and all disposed to give me a hearty wel- 
come and receive me in their ‘ choicest mood ’ 1 They all 
inquned aftei you Question followed question anxiously 
‘ Thou’se a vast deal leaner, lad, sin 1 thou gaed away ! ’ ‘Is 
Tom got better ? Does he sleep well yet ? It gaed to my 
heart when he told me in the last letter that he couldna sleep 
without his finger m his ear Poor fellow, he has had a 
terrible time o’t I see by thee thou’se no telling me the 
worst ’ — before I could get a word said She thanks you for 


1 A phrase of Ed-ward Irvmg’s 
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the large quantity of tea you sent her It was the best she 
had had f 01 a long while Our father is cheerful and vigorous, 
and in the very best health He has got every ounce 
weight of his com sown, his potatoes set and coveied, and 
has wherewith to meet his landlord with an 6 impudent face ’ 
I gave him Paley’s I * * 4 Hoi 93 Paulinas,’ with which he was 
consideiably pleased He told me he had often heard of it, 
hut never could get it He read a little of it yesterday, 
and was much pleased Jane’s muse has not visited her 
fiequently of late The 4 letter poetic ’ which she sent you 
was entnely her own production She made it in her bed 
one night exactly m the form in which you got it 

Kinnaird House is a beautiful place in the midst of 
woods near Dunkeld on the Tay Carlyle spent a week 
m Annandale, and rejoined the Bullers there at the 
end of May. 

I spent a joyful week in Annandale (he reported to Miss 
Welsh) amidst scenes in themselves unattiactive or repul- 
sive, but hallowed m my thoughts by the rude but genuine 
worth and true affection of those who people them I think 
I am going to be comfortable enough m my new quarters 
The Bullers are good people $ and, what is better, the fiist 
hour when they treat me uncivilly shall likewise be the last 
So we hve togethei in that easy style of cheerful indiffeience 

which seems to be the fit relation between us Tor the lest, 
I have balmy air to breathe, fine scenery to look at, and still- 

ness deepei than I have ever before enjoyed My apart- 

ments are m a house detached from the laigei building, which, 
except at meals and times of business, I mtend to fiequent 
but seldom. My window opens into a smooth bowling green, 
surrounded with goodly trees, and the thrushes have been 
singing amongst them, though it has rained every moment 
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since I came Here I purpose to spend my leisure and to 
think sweetly of fnends that are fai away 

Of these friends, Miss Welsh was naturally the most 
frequently m his mind Her relations with him were 
dnftmg gradually in the direction m which friendships 
between young men and young women usually do drift 
She had no thought of marrying him, but she was 
flattered by his attachment. It amused her to see the 
most remaikable person that she had ever met with at 
her feet His bnth and position seemed to secure her 
against the possibility of any closer connection between 
them Thus he had a trying time of it In serious 
moments she would tell him that their meeting had 
made an epoch m her history, and had influenced her 
character and life When the humour changed, she 
would ridicule his Annandale accent, turned his pas- 
sionate expressions to scorn, and when she had toned 
him down again she would smile once more, and en- 
chant him back into illusions She played with him, 
frightened him away, drew him back, quarrelled with 
him, received him again into favour as the fancy took 
her, till the poor man said, 6 My private idea is that 
you are a witch like Sapphira m the New Testament, 
concerning whom Dr Nimmo once preached m my 
hearing, " It seems probable, my friends, that Ananias 
was tempted into this by some spirit more wicked than 
his wife ” 9 At last, m the summer of 1823, just after 
he was settled at Kinnaird, she was staying m some 
house which she particularly disliked, and on this 
occasion, m a fit of impatience with her surroundings — 
for she dated a letter which she wrote to him thence, 
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very characteristically, as from s Hell ’ — she expressed a 
gratitude for Carlyle’s affection for her, more warm than 
she had ever expressed before He believed her serious, 
and supposed that she had promised to be his wife 
She hastened to tell him, as explicitly as she could, 
that he had entirely mistaken her. 

My friend (she said), I love you I repeat it, though I 
find the expression a rash one All the best feelings of my 
nature are concerned in loving you But were you my 
brother I should love you the same No Your fnend I 
will be, your truest, most devoted friend, while I breathe the 
breath of life But your wife, never Never, not though 
you were as uch as Croesus, as honouied and renowned as 
you yet shall be. 

Carlyle took his rebuke manfully *My heart/ he 
said , 6 is too old by almost half a score of years, and is 
made of sterner stuff than to break m junctures of this 
kind I have no idea of dying in the Arcadian shep- 
herd’s style for the disappointment of hopes which I 
never seriously entertained, or had no right to enter- 
tain seriously ’ Could they have left matters thus, it 
had been better for both of them Two diamonds do 
not easily form cup and socket But Irving was gone 
Miss Welsh was romantic, and to assist and further the 
advance of a man of extraordinary genius, who was kept 
back from rising by outward circumstances, was not 
without attraction to her. Among her papers there is 
a curious correspondence which passed about this time 
between herself and the family solicitor Her mothei 
had been left entirely dependent on her Her mamage, 
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she said, was possible, though not probable , and * she 
did not choose that her husband, if he was ever to be so 
disposed, should have it m his power to lessen her 
mother’s income.’ She executed an instrument, there- 
fore, by which she transferred the whole of her property 
to her mother during Mrs Welsh’s life By another 
she left it to Carlyle after her own and her mother’s 
death. It was a generous act, which showed how far 
she had seen into his character and the future which 
lay before him, if he could have leisure to do justice 
to his talents But it would have been happier for her 
and for him if she could have seen a little further, and 
had persevered in her refusal to add her person to her 
fortune 

Men of genius are * kittle folk,’ as the Scotch say 
Carlyle had a strange temper, and from a child was 
* gey ill to deal wi’ ’ When dyspepsia was upon him 
he spared no one, least of all those who were nearest 
and dearest to him Dearly as he loved his brother 
John, yet he had spoken to him while they were 
lodging together in language which he was ashamed 
to remember. ‘Often m winter,’ he acknowledged 
ruefully to the poor John, * when Satanas in the shape 
of bile was heavy upon me, I have said cruel things to 
thee, and bitterly, though vainly, do I recollect them , 
but at bottom I hope you never doubted that I loved 
you ’ Penitence, however, sincere as it might be, was 
never followed by amendment, even to the very end of 
his life. 

But enough will be heard hereafter on this sad 
subject The life at Kmnaird went on smoothly 
The translation of c Meister 5 prospered An Edm- 
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burgh publisher undertook to pubhsh it and pay well 
for it There is a letter from Carlyle to his mother, 
dated June 10 of this year Half a page is cut off, and* 
contained evidently a cheque for a small mm 0 f 
money 

Thomas Carlyle to Mrs Carlyle, Mamhtll 

Kmnaird House June 10, 1823 

This letter may operate as a spui on the diligence of my 
beloved and valuable correspondents at Mamin ll Theie is 
a small blank made in the sheet for a purpose which you will 
notice I beg you to accept the httle picture which fills it 
without any murmuring It is a pool tes timonial of the 
grateful love I should ever bear you If I hope to get a 
modeiate command of money in the course of my life’s 
operations, I long for it chiefly that I may testify to those 
dear to me what affection I entertain foi them In the 
meantime we ought to be thankful that we have nevei 
known what it was to be in feai of want, but have always 
had wherewith to gratify one another by these httle acts of 
kindness, which are worth more than millions unblest by a 
true feeling between the giver and leceiver You must buy 
yourself any httle odd things you want, and think I enjoy it 
along with you, if it add to youi comfort I do indeed enjoy 
it with you I should be a dog if I did not I am grateful 
to you for kindness and time affection such as no other heart 
will ever feel for me I am proud of my mothei, though 
she is neither nch nor learned If I ever foiget to love and 
reverence her, I must cease to be a creature myself woith 
remembeimg Often, my dear mothei, in sohtaiy pensive 
moments does it come acioss me like the cold shadow of 
death that we two must part in the couise of fame j 
shudder at the thought, and find no refuge except in humbly 
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trusting that the great God will surely appoint xis a meeting 
in that fai country to which we are tending May He bless 
you for ever, my good mother, and keep up m yom heart 
those sublime hopes which at present serve as a pillar of 
cloud by day and a pillar of fire by night to guide your foot- 
steps through the wilderness of life "We are in his hands 
He will not utteily forsake us Let us trust m Him 
I have no news of myself to send you except what aie 
good The boys are going on very fairly with me They 
are excellent cieatuies m the mam With the rest of the 
family I am on the best footing We talk together cheer- 
fully whenever we meet They show themselves anxious to 
piomote my comfoit by every lational airangement When 
with them I foiget that there is any difference m worldly 
rank They have then wealth, and buth, and connections 
and accomplishments to biag of I too have my little stock 
of vanities within myself My health was scaicely so good 
as you saw it for some days aftei I arrived The an is pure 
as may be, and I am quiet as when at home , but I did non 
sleep well for some nights, and began to fear that I was 
again going down hill On considering what the matter 
might be, it struck me it was, peihaps, my dining so late, at 
five o’clock, and fasting so long befoie dmner A new regu- 
lation took place mstantly, and now except on Sabbath days, 
when fiom choice I eat with the family, my meals are served 
up in a very comfortable manner at the hours I myself 
selected The boys and I are up at breakfast a little before 
nine We begin work half an hour after it, continuing till 
one Then I go out and walk, or smoke, or amuse myself 
till half -past two, when dmnei is waitmg for me m the par- 
lour, after which teaching recommences till near five, and 
then I am fiee as air for the night I go into my own 100m 
and do whatsoever seemeth me good I go out of it and 
walk and sometimes nde, and Donovan, the smart, whisking, 
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and very trustworthy butler, has a dish of tea standing 
ready for me at seven By this means I have brought my- 
self round again I like the arrangement also because I 
have more time to myself, and am less restricted in my 
movements I have begun translating the German woik 
which Jack knows of I am busy, I shall be healthy, and m 
the meantime I am as comfortable as I could hope to be 

To John Carlyle. 


Kinnaird June 24. 

Tell our mother I have a fire every night, and that all 
things I want are supplied to me abundantly We have 
no incidents m oui menage Buller fishes and ndes, and 
eschews heait(ache ) 1 The lady saunters about on the back 
of a grey stalking pony, and fights agamst ennui as fieicely as 
she can Both are uniformly civil and even land to me 
We have got two visitors fiom the south with us at piesent, 
Anna Pole and Reginald Pole her brother , but they produce 
no change m oui mode of life The lady is fully arrived at 
the years of discietion, at least if these are under thirty 
She is good-humoured, understands all cookery fiom the 
mixture of water-gruel up to the composition of the choicest 
cuny She has a cornelian necklace, and kind blue eyes, 
and a bit nimble-gawn tongue Reginald has been at 
Oxford studying the nature of hoises Philosophy is all a 
hum , but the short back, and the shouldei, and the hands 
of height, and the puce, and the speed — these aie the points 
for a future parson of the English Church My own boys m 
general behave admirably well to me and not very ill to 
themselves. XJnder this fine climate and among these 
beautiful scenes I am at no loss to pass my time with profit 


1 Paper tom 
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to my body, if not my mind I wander by the copses on the 
shores of the Tay, or stroll over these black, mteimmable 
solitary moors, and meditate on many foolish things 

Later m the season, when London began to empty 
itself, other guests appeared at Kmnaird. The first 
glimpse mto the great world did not please Carlyle 

I see something of fashionable people here (he wrote 
to Miss Welsh), and truly to my plebeian conception there is 
not a more futile class of persons on the face of the earth 
If I weie doomed to exist as a man of fashion, I do honestly 
beheve I should swallow ratsbane, or apply to hemp or steel 
before thiee months were over Fiom day to day and yeai 
to yeai the problem is, not how to use time, but how to 
waste it least painfully They have their dinners and their 
routs They move heaven and earth to get everything 
arranged and enacted piopeily , and when the whole is done 
what is it? Had the parties all wrapped themselves in 
vaim blankets and kept their beds, much peace had been 
among seveial hundreds of his Majesty’s subjects, and the 
same result, the uneasy destruction of half a dozen hours, 
had been quite as well attained No wondei poor women 
take to opium and scandal The wonder is lather that these 
queens of the land do not some mommg, struck by the hope- 
lessness of their condition, make a general finish by 
simultaneous consent, and exhibit to coroners and juries the 
spectacle of the whole woild of ton suspended by their 
garters, and fieed at last from ennui m the most cheap and 
complete of all possible modes There is something in the 
life of a stuidy peasant toiling from sun to sun for a plump 
wife and six eatmg childien , but as for the Lady Jerseys and 
the Loid Petershams, peace be with them. 
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There was a glimpse, too, of modem sporting, which 
was as little admirable as the fine ladies and gentlemen 

To John Carlyle. 


Kmnaird September 17 

I got your lettei last Friday on leturmng from a roe 
hunt, which we had all been assistmg at m the wood on the 
bill beside us A somer piece of entertainment, I may 
observe, is not to be met with m this kingdom They went 
hallooing and beating the bushes, and talking Gaelic, the 
gun-men standing at certain determined points with their 
pieces ready, and I driving on Mrs Bullei and a wretched 
old clout of a white pony she was lidmg on, or doing my 
best to keep her m talk while we sat for hours m open 
places among the heath In the course of the day they got 
two fawns about as large as your long-eaied wailock, m 
value somewheie about sixpence a piece, and thought it 
royal sport Reginald de la Pole shot them both, and never 
was victoi at the Olympic games moie chaimed with his 
laurels Bichaid Buller , 1 the other Oxfoid scholar, declaied 
on the first occasion 4 he would have given a soveieign for 
that shot ’ Af tei the second he became chop-fallen, and spoke 
little more for four and twenty hours Sic itur ad astra 

Sporting was not the only amusement at Kmnaird 
There was literature also and literary discussion 
Irving’s popularity had taken fire, as Carlyle called it, 
and he had become the rage of fashionable London 
fie had published an argument for judgment to come, 
written hi great excitement and under some imagined 
quasi inspiration 

1 Nephew of Mr Buller, on a visit at Kmnaird 
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Irving’s book (Carlyle wiote) is come fchiee days ago 
Mrs Bullei bought it I feai it will haidly do Theie is a 
fieice and very spiteful leview of it and him in the last 
‘ Blackwood * Theie is stiong talent m it, true eloquence 
and vigoious thought, but the foundation is rotten, and the 
building itself a kind of monster in architectuie, beautiful 
m parts, vast in dimensions, but on the whole decidedly a 
monstei Bullei has stuck in the middle of it, i Can’t fall 
m with your friend at all, Mr C ’ Mrs Buller is very near 
stic kin g , sometimes I burst right out laughing when lead- 
ing it At other times I admned it sinceiely 

I am sorry (he wiote a little later to Miss Welsh) that 
living's pieachmg has taken such a turn , he had been much 
bettei if, without the pleasuie of being a newspapei lion and 
a season’s wonder, he had gradually become what he must 
ultimately pass foi — a pieacher of first-iate abilities, of gieat 
eloquence, with a head feitile above all otheis in sense and 
nonsense, and a heart of the most honest and kindly sort 
As it is, our fuend incurs the iisk of many vagaries and 
disasteis, and at best the ceitainty of much disquietude 
His path is steadfast and manly only when he has to 
encountei opposition and misfortune When fed with 
flattenes and piospenty his piogiess soon changes into 
‘giound and lofty tumbling,’ accompanied with all the 
hazards and confusion that usually attend this species of 
movement With thiee newspapers to praise him and thiee 
to blame, with about six peeis and six dozen light 
honouiables mtioduced to hnn every Sunday, tickets issuing 
for his church as if it weie a theatie, and all the devout old 
women m the capital tieatmg him with comfits and adula- 
tion, I know that ere now he is striking the stars with Ins 
sublime head — well if he do not bieak his shins among the 
rough places of the giound I wish we saw him safely down 
again, and walking as other men walk . , , I have meant 

VOL. X. 13 
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to wnte to him very frequently for almost thiee months, but 
I know not well bow to effect it He will be talking about 
i tbe Lord,’ and twenty otbei things which he himself only 
wishes to believe, and which to one that knows and loves 
him are tiuly painful to hear Happy Irvmg, aftei all, 
that is fitted with a task which he loves and is equal to 
He entertains no doubt that he is batteung to its base the 
fortress of the Alien, and he hes down every night to dieam 
of plantmg the old true blue Piesbytenan flag upon the 
summit of the ruins 


c Happy Irving, that is fitted with a task that he 
loves 5 Without any tinge of envy Carlyle could not 
but conti ast his friend’s lot with his own , and the 
sense of this was perhaps the moie painful, because his 
friend was winning fame and name on a course which 
he knew to be a wrong one But a few years since they 
were poor schoolmasters together at Knkcaldy, and now 
living was the theological lion of the age, the passing 
wonder of lawyers, statesmen, and men of the world, 
who, having set religion aside as no longer worthy of 
serious consideration, were awakened by him to a 
languid belief that there might be something m it 
after all Carlyle saw the hollowness of the success; 
yet for all that his friend had been lifted into a blaze of 
distinction, while he was still unnoticed, was still m his 
own conscience undeserving of notice, and unable to 
turn to account the talents which he knew that he 
p6ssessed He would have been more than mortal if 
he had not at times repined at the inequalities of Fate. 

Poor Irving ! Little Carlyle knew or could measure 
his friend’s real condition So far from < standing on 
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tiptoe on Fortune’s wheel,’ he was just then getting 
married, and trying to forget Haddington Carlyle saw 
him on his wedding tour m the Highlands He has 
given an account of their meeting m his g Be rnini s- 
cences 5 which need not be repeated here It had been 
intended that Miss Welsh should pay Irving and his 
wife a visit m London as soon as they were settled 
But Irving could not face the trial , he only hoped that 
a time might come when he might be able to face it 

My dear Isabella (he wiote to hei) has succeeded m heal- 
ing the wounds of my heait by hei unexampled affection and 
tenderness , but am I haidly yet m a condition to expose 
them My former calmness and piety aie letuinmg I feel 
growing m giace and holiness , and befoie anothei yeai I 
shall be woithy m the eye of my own conscience to leeeive 
you into my house and under my caie, which till then I 
should haidly be 

Carlyle’s lot was happy compared to Irving’s, and yet 
he was already quarrelling with it The Buffers, as he 
admitted, were most kind and considerate , yet he must 
have tried their patience He was uneasy, restless, 
with dyspepsia and intellectual fever He laid the 
blame on his position, and was already meditating to 
throw up his engagement 

To John Occrlyle 


September 2 

I sleep megulaiiy heie, and feel a little, veiy lictle, moie 
than my usual shaie of toituie eveiy day What the cause 
is would puzzle me to explain within the limits I could heie 

13 — 2 
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assign it I take exercise sufficient daily, I attend with 
vigorous minuteness to the quality of my food , I take all 
the piecautions that I can, yet still the disease abates not 
I should be an umeasonable blockhead did I complain of the 
conduct of Mr and Mrs Bullei towaids me Any anange- 
ment that I could suggest would, I have not a doubt, be 
most cheerfully complied with Much trouble they have 
aheady had with me But their good lesolutions and enact- 
ments requne to be executed by a pack of lazy, caieless, and 
irregular waiting men and women, and often in this wasteful 
transmission then good will comes my length almost void 
It is the hundred petty omissions and commissions of this 
canaille , coupled with the small inquietudes and vexations, 
small but often returning, of my official employments that 
chiefly act against me, and render this Kinnand a woise 
place for me than Mamhill Pity that it weie so I might 
else be very happy Heie am I sitting m this far highland 
glen, under a fair autumn night, with my cleai fire of oak 
sticks blazing near me, my books and my tackle all around 
me, and no sound at all but now and then the twang of 
honest James Gow’s fiddle, who is solacing his labours by 
this not usual gratification , paitly, I suppose, because he sees 
the sky beautiful and mild and kind, and feels m spmts, he 
knows not why The boys and old people and all seem to 
grow m their esteem for me It is very haid But what 
avails its hardness or softness either ? Let us have done with 
whining and consider what steps can be taken to lemedy it 
Often and long have I meditated that point since I came 
hither I have cudgelled my biams till they are sore to seek 
deliverance, for, like Joseph of Austria, par ma tete seule 
must I get help if I get help at all This, then, Jack, I have 
m view at present The Bullers — I mean the old gentry, 
with Miss Pole— are gone to Abeideen to some Oaledoman 
hunt or other, and will not be back for ten days At their 
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return, if I am not better than I have been lately, I shall say 
to them, ‘My very noble and appioved good masters, allow 
me to ask you what you purpose doing thiough the winter 
with your boys ? If to go to Edinburgh, can I be any way 
accommodated there, so that I shall have the entne command 
of my eating and drinking, sleeping, waking, and general 
regimen ? If so, then I shall be very glad to serve you To 
stay here as you once proposed ? Tins plan I doubt not may 
be attended with a thousand benefits , but for my poor shaie 
of it, I have distinctly ascertained that my herbage cannot 
stand it without manifest and permanent mjuiy, and there- 
fore, with the most profound dorsoflexions, I beg to wish you 
all good morning as soon as may be ’ 

So heie, you see, the matter lests I caie not the tossing 
of a halfpenny whethei I go 01 stay If I go, I have money 
enough to keep me foi a year or two I can obtain plenty 
of literary tasks, and get them done about five times as effec- 
tually as now If I stay I shall gathei a hundred or two 
additional pounds, and have the privilege of living for the 
winter m Edinbuigh, where my engagements call me to be, 
at any rate I shall leave it m spring with books and pens 
and fresh undertakings We shall get some accommodation 
furbished up at Mamhill (the old peat-house or some hole), 
where, by the aid of Baidolph 1 and my faithful mother, I 
am nearly ceitarn I can recover my health I shall be very 
busy, and we can all live together as merry as maltmen , so 
I cast my cap into the air m defiance of all things yet , for 
the spirit that is m me is still unbroken as the spirit of that 
old lame duck you have at home, who trusts, though at 
piesent winged and mashed m both her limbs, that she shall 
yet by the blessing of Providence lay above five shillings 
worth of eggs, and be useful in her day and generation 

1 A horse bought for Carlyle by his brother Alexander, and with him 
at Kinnaird. 
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In better moments Carlyle recognised that the mis- 
chief was m himself, and that the spot did not exist 
upon earth where so sensitive a skin would not be 
irritated He wrote a foitmght after . — 


I find the Bullers are deteinuned to stay here with us 
all the wmtei If I had any quiet place to letne to I beheve 
I should be tempted to thiow up my commission to-morrow, 
and set foith to try the voyage on anothei tack, as I must 
ere long do at any late But theie is none Mainhill must 
be full of bustle and confusion at this time , 1 unfit for 
purposes of literary labour Of Edinbuigh, of living m 
lodgings with Mantie 2 and stenches and honors more than 
tongue can tell to drive me to despan, I cannot think 
without a cold shuddei which scarcely the piospect of the 
gallows could bring over me Many a man, I am suie, has 
been tried by fifteen of his peeis, and fanly doomed and 
hanged, and quarteied by the doctors, with less torment 
than I have suffered m that fatal city for no cause at all 
What then shall I do ? In days when wiecked with want of 
sleep and all its mfernal et cceteras , I am sometimes wit hin 
an mch of writing to Bullei to signify my lesolution of de- 
parting , but their kindness to me and the reflection of my 
inability to mend the mattei certainly, and the risk I run of 
making it consideiably worse, always shuts my mouth Next 
day, peihaps, I shall sleep better and become as lively as a 
hawk, and think I might exist heie long enough very com- 
fortably Thus I vaiy and vacillate Most piobably it will 
long be so It seems likely I shall just thnng on here till 
I get despeiate, and then cut and inn 


1 Harvest 

3 Mantie was the name of his least loved landlady 
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Meanwhile I make a point of going on with G-oethe 1 Ten 
pages I find more than I can almost ever execute, for it is 
very haid, and I scarcely get fairly into the spmt of it till 
I must leave off Nevertheless, I gar myself (as our father 
would do) go on with this thing I am now more than half 
through the first volume It will all be ready long eie spung 
You and I could do it in four weeks if we had quiet quarters, 
and the fiend would give me any respite I am sometimes 
tempted to sally off and get it done and then have it printed 
in winter , then take something diffeient and better, down to 
Mamhill, to woik and toil as if I were a brownie, not a man, 
till I have conquered all these mean impediments that hem 
m the fiee-bora, heaven-tending soul I say, Jack, thou 
and I must nevei falter Work, my boy, woik unweanedly 
I swear that all the thousand misenes of this haid fight, and 
ill health, the most temfic of them all, shall nevei chain us 
down By the nvei Styx it shall not Two fellows from 
a nameless spot m Annandale shall yet show the world the 
pluck that is in Cailyles 

Mrs Buller must have been a most forbearing and 
discerning woman She must have suffered, hke every- 
one who came m contact with Carlyle, from his stiange 
humours, but she had mind enough to see what he was, 
and was willing to endrne much to keep such a man at 
her sons’ side 


1 The translation of JMetsttr* 
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CHAPTER XII. 

AD 1823 MI 28 

I* Carlyle complained, his complaints were the im- 
patience of a man who was working with all his might 
If his dyspepsia did him no serious harm, it obstructed 
his efforts and made him miserable with pam He 
had written the first part of Schiller, which was now 
coming out m the * London Magazine 5 He was trans- 
lating c Meister,’ and his translation, though the 
production of a man who had taught himself with 
grammar and dictionary, and had never spoken a word 
of German, is yet one of the veiy best which has ever 
been made from one language into another. In every- 
thing which he undeitook he never spared laborn or 
slurred over a difficulty, but endeavoured with his 
whole strength to do his work faithfully A journal 
which he kept intermittently at Kmnaird throws light 
into the inner regions of his mind, while it shows also 
how much he really suffered. Deeply as he admired 
his German friends, his stem Scotch Calvinism found 
much m them that offended him Goethe and even 
Schiller appeared to think that the hope of improve- 
ment for mankind lay m culture rather than morality — 
m aesthetics, m arts, in poetry, m the drama, rather 
than m obedience to the old rugged rules of right and 
wrong , and this perplexed and displeased him 

Schiller (he writes) was a very worthy charactei, possessed 
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of gieat talents, and fortunate in always finding means to 
employ them in the attainment of worthy ends The 
puisrnt of the Beautiful, the representmg it in suitable 
forms, and the diffusion of the feelings arising from it, 
operated as a kind of religion m his soul He talks m some 
of his essays about the aesthetic bemg a necessary means of 
improvement among political societies His efforts m this 
cause accordingly not only satisfied the lestless activity, the 
desire of cieating and woikrng upon others which forms the 
great want of an elevated mind, but yielded a sort of balsam 
to his conscience He viewed himself as an apostle of the 
Sublime Pity that he had no better way of satisfying it 
A playhouse shows but mdiffeiently as an arena for the 
moiahst It is even infeiior to the synod of the theologian 
One is tired to death with his and Goethe’s palabra about 
the nature of the fine aits Did Shakespeaie know anything 
of the esthetic ? Did Homer ? Kant’s philosophy has a 
gigantic appearance at a distance, enveloped m clouds and 
darkness, shadowed forth m types and symbols of unknown 
and fantastic derivation Theie is an apparatus, and a 
flourishing of drums and trumpets, and a tumultuous MarM- 
schrey&rei, as if ah the eaith were going to renew its youth , 
and the Esoterics aie equally alluied by all this pomp and 
cncumstance, and repelled by the hollowness and airy 
nothingness of the waie which is presented to them Any of 
the results which have been made intelligible to us turn out 
to be — like Dryden in the 4 Battle of the Books’ — a helmet 
of rusty non laige as a kitchen pot, and within it a head 
little biggei than a nut What is Schlegel’s great solution 
of the mystery of life ? — 4 the stiife of necessity against the 
will ’ Nothing earthly but the old old story that all men 
find it difficult to get on in the world, and that one never 
can get all his humours out They pretend that Nature 
gives people tiue intimations of true beauty and just pirn- 
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ciples in Art , but the Mdende Kmstler and the nchtmck 
ought to investigate the true foundation of these obscure 
intimations, and set them fast on the basis of reason Stuff 
and nonsense I fear it is People made finer pieces of woik- 
manship when there was not a critic among them, just as 
people did finer actions when there was no theory of the 
moral sentiments among them Natuie is the sure guide in 
all cases , and peihaps the only requsite is that we have 
judgment enough to apply the sentiment implanted m us 
without an effort to the more complex circumstances that 
will meet us more fiequently as we advance in culture 
or move m a society moie artificial Poor silly sons of 
Adam ! you have been prating on these things for two or 
three thousand years, and you have not advanced a hail’s 
bieadth towaids the conclusion Poor fellows, and poorer 
me, that take the tiouble to lepeat such insipidities and 
truisms 

Here, on the same page, Car- 
lyle sketched the emblem of the 
wasting candle, with the motto 
written on it, * Terar dum pro- 
sim 9 ‘ May I be wasted, so that 
I be of use . 5 He goes on — 

But what if I do not prosum ? Why then terar still, so 
I cannot help it This is the end and beginning of all 
philosophy, known even to Singleton the blacksmith , we 
must just do the best we can Oh, most lame and impotent 
conclusion \ I wish I fully understood the philosophy of 
Kant * Is it a chaptei in the history of human folly ? or the 
brightest m the history of human wisdom ? or both mixed F 
and in what degree ? 
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This was written on May 23 The next entry 
begins — 

It is now November 5 six weary months have passed 
away, another portion from my span of bemg , and here 
am I, in a wet, dieary night at Km nan d, with no le- 
collections or acquisitions to fill up that span with , but 
the recollection of agonised days and nights, and the ac- 
quisition of a state of health worse than ever it was My 
time ! my time ! my peace and activity f where are they ? 
I could read the curse of Emulphus, 01 something twenty 
times as fieice, upon myself and all things earthly What 
will become of me ? Happiness ! Tophet must be happiei 

than this , or they but, basta f it is no use talking Let 

me get on with Schiller, then with Goethe ‘They that 
meaned at a gowden gown gat aye the sleeve 1 I shall not 
get even the listing Schiller is m the wrong vem — labonous, 
partly affected, meagre, bombastic Too often it strives by 
lofty words to hide littleness of thought Would I were 
done with it ! Oh, Carlyle t if thou ever become happy, 
think on these days of pam and darkness, and thou wilt 30m 
trembling with thy mirth 


There is something m leadmg a weak or dull book very 
nauseous to me Beading is a weariness of the flesh After 
reading and studymg about two scores of good books there is 
no new thing whatevei to be met with m the generality of 
libianes , repetitions a thousand times lepeated of the same 
geneial idea Feelings, opmions, and events, all is what we 
might anticipate No man without Themistocles’ gift of 
forgettmgcanpossiblyspend his days m leading Geneially 
about the age of five and twenty he should begin to put the 
little knowledge he has acquired (it can be but little) from 
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books to some practical nse If I could write, that were my 
practical use But, alas ! alas ! Oh Schiller 1 what secret 
hadst thou for creating such things as Max andThekla when 
thy body was wasting with disease p lam well nigh done, I 
think To die is haid enough at this age To die by mches 
is very hard But I will not Though all things human 
and divine are against me, I will not 
December 14 — Schiller, part n is off to London thiee 
weeks ago It was very bad Part in I am swithenng to 
begin , would it were finished I 
I spent ten days wretchedly m Edmbuigh and Haddington 
I was consulting doctors, who made me give up my deal 
mcotium and take to meicury I am to wiite letters, and 
then begin Schillei May God bless all my fnends ! my 
poor mother at the head of them It sometimes comes on 
me like the shadow of death that we are all parting from one 
anothei — each moving his seveial, his inevitable way , fate 
driving us on— mexoiable, dread, lelentless fate No deliver- 
ance I (Mit dm Fusse stampfend ) No help F Alas, poor 
sons of Adam ! 

December 31 — The year is closmg This time eight and 
twenty years I was a child of three weeks old, sleeping in 
my mother’s bosom. 

Oh! little did my mither think 
That day she cradled me, 

The lands that I should travel in, 

The death I was to dee 

Another hour and 1823 is with the years beyond the flood 
What have I done to maik the course of it ? Suffeied the 
pangs ^ of Tophet almost daily , grown sicker and sicker , 
alienated by my misery certain of my fnends, and worn out 
from my own mind a few remaining capabilities of enjoy- 
ment , reduced my world a little neaier the condition of a 
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bare, rugged desert, where peace and rest for me is none 
Hopeful youth, Mr 0 f Another year or two and it will do 
Another year or two and thou wilt wholly be — this caput 
mortuum of thy former self , a cieature ignorant, stupid, 
peevish, disappointed, bioken-hearted, the venest wretch 
upon the surface of the globe My curse seems deeper and 
blacker than that of any man to be immured m a rotten 
carcase, every avenue of which is changed mto an inlet of 
pain, till my intellect is obscured and weakened, and my 
head and heart are alike desolate and dark How have I 
deserved this ? Oi is it mere fate that orders these things, 
caiing no jot fox meat 01 dement, crushing our pool mortal 
mterests among its ponderous machinery, and grinding us 
and them to dust relentlessly ? I know not Shall I evei 
know ? Then why don’t you kill yourself, sir ? Is theie 
not arsenic ? is there not ratsbane of vanous lands ? and 
hemp ? and steel ? Most true, Sathanas, all these things 
are , but it will be time enough to use them when I have 
lost the game which I am as yet but losing You observe, 
sn, I have still a glimmenng of hope , and while my friends, 
my mother, father, brothers, sisters live, the duty of not 
bieakmg their hearts would still remain to be peiformed 
when hope had utterly fled For which reason — even if 
there were no others, which, however, I believe there are — 
the benevolent Sathanas will excuse me I do not design to 
be a suicide God in heaven forbid » That way I was never 
tempted But wheie is the use of going on with this ? I 
am not writing like a reasonable man If I am miserable 
the more reason theie is to gather my faculties together, and 
see what can be done to help myself I want health, 
health, health * On this subject I am becoming quite 
funous , my torments aie greater than I am able to* bear 
If I do not soon recovei, I am miserable foi ever and ever 
They talk of the benefit of ill health m a moial pomt of 
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view I declare solemnly, without exaggeiation, that I im- 
pute nine-tenths of my piesent wietchedness, and lathei 
moie than nine-tenths of all my faults, to this infernal dis 
older in the stomach 

But if it were once away, I think I could snap my fingers 
in the face of all the world The only good of it is the fuends 
it Lues foi us and endears to us Oh, theie is a chaim m true 
olTection that suffenng cannot weary, that abides by us m the 
day of fretfulness and daik calamity, a chaim which almost 
makes amends for misery Love to fuends — alas * I may al- 
most say lelatives — is now almost the sole lehgion of my mind 
I have hopes of 4 Meister,’ though they aie still very faint 
Schiller, part m I began just three nights ago I abso- 
lutely could not soonei These drugs leave me scarcely the 
consciousness of existence I am scribbling, not wilting, 
Schillei My mind will not catch hold of it I skim it, do 
it as I will, and I am as anxious as possible to get it off my 
hands It will not do for publishing sepaiately It is not 
in my natural vein I wrote a very little of it to-night, and 
then went and talked ineptitudes at the house Alas i theie 
is mercurial powder m me, and a gnawing pain over ail the 
organs of digestion, especially m the pit and left side of the 
stomach Let this excuse the wild absuidity above 
Half-past eleven — The silly Donovan is coming down 
(at least so I inteipieted his threat) with punch 01 c wishes,’ 
which cui tails the few reflections that mercury might still 
leave it m my power to make To make none at all will 
perhaps be as well It exhibits not an interesting, but a 
true pictuie of my present mood — stupid, unhappy, by fits 
wretched, but also dull — dull and veiy weak 

Now fare thee well, old twenty-three, 

No powers, no arts can thee retain , 

Eternity will roll away, 

And thou wilt never come again 
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And welcome thou, young twenty-four, 

Thou bnngest to men of joy and grief , 

Whatever thou brmgest m sufferings sour, 

The heart in faith will hope relief 

Here them art, by Jove Donny is not come Good-night — 
to whom ? 

January 7 — Last Sunday came the 4 Times 3 newspaper 
with the commencement of Schiller, part 11 extracted So 
Waltei thought it on this side zeio I believe this is about 
the first compliment (most slender as it is) that ever was paid 
me by a person who could have no interest m hoodwinking 
me I am very weak It kept me cheeiful for an hour 
Even yet I somet im es feel it Ceitamly no one evei wrote 
with such tiemendous difficulty as I do Shall I evei leai 11 
to wnte with ease ? 

There can be no doubt that Cailyle suffered and per- 
haps suffered excessively It is equally certain that 
his sufferings were immensely aggravated by the treat- 
ment to which he was submitted 6 A long hairy-eared 
jackass/ as he called some eminent Edmbuigh physician, 
had ordered him to give up tobacco, but he had ordeied 
him to take meicury, as well , and he told me that 
along with the mercury he must have swallowed whole 
hogsheads of castor oil Much of his pain would be so 
accounted for , but of all the men whom I have ever 
seen, Carlyle was the least patient of the common woes 
of humanity Nature had, m fact, given him a con- 
stitution of unusual strength He saw his ailments 
through the lens of his imagination, so magnified by 
the metaphors m which he described them as to seem 
to him to be something supernatural , and if he was a 
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torment to himself, he distracted every one with whom 
he came m contact He had been to Edinburgh about 
the printing of Meister, 5 and had slept m the lodgings 
which he had longed for at Kmnaird * There was one 
of those public guardians there, 5 1 he says m a letter, 
« whose throat I could have cut that night , his voice 
was loud, hideous, and ear and soul piercing, resembling 
the voices of ten thousand gib cats all molten into one 
terrific peal 5 He had been given rooms m a separate 
house at Kmnaird for the sake of quiet This did not 
content him either When the winter came he com- 
plained of the cold 

My bower (he said) is the most polite of bowers, refusing 
admittance to no wind that blows fiom any quarter of the 
shipmate’s card It is scaicely laigei than youi 100m at 
Mfl, mhi11 , yet has thiee windows, and of couise, a door, all 
shrunk and ciazy The walls, too, aie pieiced with many 
devices, for the mansion has been built by Highland masons, 
apparently m a remote centuiy I put on my giay duffle 
sittmg jupe I bullyrag the sluttish hailots of the place, and 
cause them to make files that would melt a stithy 

Poor Mrs Buller’s household management pleased 
him as little 

This blessed stomach I have lost all patience with (he 
wrote to his biother Alexander) The want of health 
threatens to be the downdraught of all my lofty schemes 
My heart is burnt with fury and indignation when I think 
of bemg cramped and shackled and tormented as never 
man Jill me was 4 Theie is too much fire in my belly,’ as 
Earn Dass said, to permit my dwindling into a paltry valetu- 


1 A watchman. 
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dinanan I must and will be fiee of these despicable fetteis, 
whatever may betide . I could almost set my house m 
order, and go and hang myself like Judas If I take any of 
their swine-meat porridge, I sleep , but a double portion of 
stupidity oveiwhelms me, and I awake very eaily m the 
morning with the sweet consciousness that anothei day of my 
piecious, piecious time is gone nievocably, that I have been 
very miserable yesteiday, and shall be \eiy miserable to-day 
It is clear to me that I can never tecover 01 retam my health 
under the economy of Mrs Buller Nothing, therefore, 
lemains for me but to leave it This kind of hfe is next to 
absolute staivation, only slowei in its agony And if I had 
my health even moderately restoied, I could earn as much by 
my own exertions 

So it would be one day The next, the pam would 
be gone, the sun would be shining again, and nothing 
would remain but a twinge of remorse for the anxiety 
which his clamours might have caused He apologised 
m a letter to his father with characteristic coolness. 

I often grieve for the uneasmess my complaining costs 
you and my deal mother, who is of feebler texture m that re- 
spect than you But by this time she must be beginning to 

understand me , to know that when I shout I * * * * 6 murder,’ I am 
not always bemg killed The truth is, complaint is the 
natural resouice of uneasiness, and I have none that I care to 

complain to, but you After all, however, I am not so 

miseiable as you would think My health is bettei than it 
was last year, but I have lost all patience with it , and when 
ever any letiograde movement comes m view, I get quite 
desperate in the matter , being determined that I must get 

well — cost what it will On days when moderately well, I 

von. p 14 
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feel as happy as otheis , happier peihaps, for sweet is pleasure 
aftei pain 

I have dwelt more fully on these aspects of Carlyle’s 
character than m themselves they deserve, because the 
irritability which he could not or would not try to 
control followed him through the greater part of his 
life It was no light mattei to take charge of such a 
person, as Miss Welsh was beginning to contemplate 
the possibility of doing Nor can we blame the anxiety 
with which her mother was now regarding the closeness 
of the correspondence between Carlyle and her daughter 
Extreme as was the undesirableness of such a marriage 
m a worldly point of view, it is to Mrs Welsh’s credit 
that inequality of social position was not the cause of 
her alarm, so much as the violence of temper which 
Carlyle could not restrain even before her The fault, 
however, was of the surface merely, and Miss Welsh 
was not the only person who could see the essential 
quality of the nature which lay below Mrs Buller 
had suffered from Carlyle’s humours as keenly as 
anyone, except, perhaps, her poor Sluttish harlots,’ 
yet she was most anxious that he should remain with 
the family and have the exclusive training of her sons 
They had been long enough at Kinnaird, their future 
plans were unsettled They thought of a house m 
Cornwall, of a house m London, of travelling abroad, m 
all of which arrangements they desired to include 
Carlyle ^ At length it was settled — so far as Mrs. 
Buller could settle anything — that they were to stay 
where they were till the end of January, and then go for 
the season to London Carlyle was to remain behind 
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in Scotland till he had earned * Meister * through the 
pi ess Irving had invited him to be his guest at any 
time m the spring which might suit him, and farther 
plans could then be arranged For the moment his 
mind was taken off from his own sorrows by the need 
of helping his brothers His brother Alick was staitmg 
m business as a fanner Carlyle found him m money, 
and lefused to be thanked for it 6 What any brethren 
of our father’s house possess,’ he said, c I look on as 
common stock, from which all are entitled to draw 
whenever their convenience requires it Feelings fax 
nobler than pride are my guides m such matters ’ 

He was alieady suppoitmg John Cailyle at college, 
and not suppoitmg only, but directing and advising. 
His counsels weie always wise As a son and brother 
his conduct m all essentials was faultlessly admirable 
Here is a letter on the value of a profession John, it 
seems, was shrinking fiom drudgery, and inclining to 
follow the siren of literature 

Thomas Cailyle to John Carlyle . 

Kinnaird Jan 1, 1824 

I am glad to learn that your repugnance to medicine is 
giadually wearing away Persist honestly in the study, and 
you will like it more and more Like all piactical sciences, 
medicine is begnt with a tangled bolder of minute, technical, 
unmteiestmg, or, it may be, disgustmg details, the whole of 
which must be masteied before you penetrate into the philo- 
sophy of the business, and get the bettei powers of your 
understanding at all fastened on the subject You aie'now, 
I suppose, getting acioss these biambly thickets into the 
green fields of the science Go on and prosper, my dear 

14 — i 
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Jack ! Let not the difficulties lepulse you, nor the little 
contentions of natuial taste abate youi ardoui To conquer 
our inclinations of whatever sort is a lesson which all men 
have to learn, and the man who learns it soonest will learn 
it easiest This medicine youi judgment says is to be use- 
ful to you Do you assail it and get the better of it, m 
spite of all other consideiations It is a noble thing to have 
a profession by the end it makes a man independent of all 
mortals He is nchei than a loid, for no external change 
can destioy the possession which he has acquired for himself, 
Noi is there any weight m the feais you labour under about 
failing m moie interesting acquisitions by youi diligence m 
following aftei this It appeals to me that a man who is not 
born to some independency, if he means to devote himself to 
literature pioperly so called, even ought to study some pio- 
fession which as a first preliminary will enable him to live 
It is galling and heartburning to live on the piecanous wind- 
falls of hteiature , and the idea that one has not time for 
piactising an honest calling is staik delusion I could have 
studied three professions m the time I have been forced, for 
want of one, to spend in stienuous idleness I could practise 
the most laborious doctoi’s occupation at this moment m less 
time than I am constrained to devote to toiling in that which 
cannot permanently profit, and serves only to make a scanty 
provision for the day that is passmg ovei me but I will 
preach no more, for yon aie a reasonable youth, Jack, and are 
already bent on persevering 

The life at Kmnaird was running out The last roes 
were shot on the mountains, and the last visitors were 
drifting away Carlyle too was longing to be gone, but 
the move was continually postponed. 

He wad need to have a lang ladle that sups with the 
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Deil (he said), and he wad need to have a long head 
that pi edicts the movements of aught depending on Mrs 
Buller This accursed Schillei is not finished yet 
Patience, patience , or, lather, fortitude and action, for 
patience will not do It is impossible foi anything to 
be more stagnant and monotonous than oui lifeheie is We 
aie all very agreeable together, but there is no new topic 
among us , and now, giouse shooting ha\mg failed, the good 
people aie weary of then abode heie Two 01 three squnes 
of the neighbourhood have looked in upon us of late, but 
then minds aie what Pump Sandy calls a 4 \ aaccum ’ Nader 
and airt working together have lendeied them dull We had 
the other night a Sn John something — I foiget what — 
peihaps Ogilvie , — c one of the numeious baionets of the age,’ 
as Aithui Bullei descnbed him Thurtell being hanged last 
week, we grew dullei than ever, till yesteiday Mrs Buller 
turned off all the seivants except two at one swoop This 
keeps up our heaits foi the time On the whole, howevei, I 
have been happiei than I usually wasthioughout the summer 
and autumn My health, I think, is little worse or better 
than it was , but I have the prospect of speedy deliverance, 
and my mind has been full, disagieeably so often, of this 
miseiable Schillei 

He was looking forward to London, though far from 
sharing the enthusiastic expectations which Irving had 
formed for him living, it seems, had imagined that 
his friend had but to piesent himself before the great 
world to carry it by storm as he had himself done, and 
when they met m the autumn had told him so. 
Carlyle was under no such illusion 

We spoke about this pioject of his and my share m it 
(he wrote), but could come to no conclusion He figuied 



214 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE 


out purposes of unspeakable profit to me He seemed to 
think that, if set down in London streets, some strange 
development of genius would take place m me , that by con- 
versing with Coleridge and the Opium-eater I should find 
out new channels of speculation and soon learn to speak with 
tongues There is but a \eiy small degree of truth m all 
this Of genius (bless the maik !) I never imagined in the 
most lofty humour that I possessed beyond the smallest 
possible fraction , and this fi action, be it little or less, can 
only be turned to account by rigid and stem perseverance 
through long years of laboui, m London as any other spot m 
the universe Unrelenting perseveiance, stubborn effort, is 
the remedy Help eometh not from the hills or valleys 
My own pool arm, weak and shackled as it is, must woik out 
my deliverance, or I am foi ever captive and in bonds 
Irving said I had none to love or reverence m Scotland 
Bond, simple Irving I did not tell him of the hearts in 
Scotland I will love till my own has ceased to feel, whose 
warm, pure and geneious affection I would not exchange foi 
the maudlin sympathy of all the peers and peeiesses and 
prim saints and hypochondriacal old women of either sex in 
the creation I told him that love concentered on a few 
objects, or a smgle one, was like a nvei flowing within its 
appointed banks, calm, clear, lejoicing m its course Diffused 
over many, it was like that nver spread abioad upon a 
province, stagnant, shallow, cold and profitless He puckered 
up his face into \aiious furrowy peaks at this lemark, and 
talked about the Devil and umveisal benevolence, repiovmg 
me withal because I ventiued to laugh at the pretensions of 
the Devil 

0 

The Bullers went at last Carlyle returned to his 
lodgings at Edinburgh, finished his Schiller, and was 
busy translating the last chapters of f Meister ’ while 
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the first were being printed Miss Welsh came into 
the city to stay with a friend They met and 
quarrelled She tormented her lover till he flung out 
of the room, banging the door behind him A note of 
penitence followed fi I declare, 9 she said, c I am very 
much of Mr Kemp’s way of thinking, that certain 
persons are possessed of devils at the present time 
Nothing short of a devil could have tempted me to 
torment you and myself as I did on that unblessed day, 9 
There was no engagement between them, and under 
existing circumstances there was to be none , but she 
shared Irving’s conviction that Carlyle had but to be 
known to spring to fame and fortune , and his fortune, 
as soon as it was made, she was willing to promise to 
share with him Strict seciecy was of course desired. 
Her mother and his mother were alone admitted to the 
great mystery, but the ‘sorrows of Teufelsdroekh, 9 
bodily and mental, were forgotten for at least three 
months. 


To James Carlyle , Mamhill 

3 Moray Street April 2, 1824. 

My dear Father, — I feel thankful to learn that you are still 
m moderate health, having little to complain of except the 
weariness of increasing yeais, and being supported undei the 
feeling of this by such comforts as it has been your care in 
life to lay up To all men journeying through the wilderness 
of the world religion is an inexhaustible spnng of nourishment 
and consolation , the thorns and flinty places of our path be- 
come soft when we view them as leading to an everlasting 
city, where sorrow and sin shall be alike excluded To a 
•religious man, and to a mere worldling, the frailties of age 
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speak in veiy different tones to the last they are the 
judgment voice that wains him to an awful reckoning, a dark 
and dreary change , to the first they are kind assurances of a 
fathei, that a place of rest is made ready where the weary 
shall find lefieshment aftei all their toils 
Judging from your yearn and past and piesent health, I 
expect that we shall yet be all spared togethei for a long, 
long season, shall live and see good here below But it 
gives me real pleasuie to know that you have such appioved 
resources agamst the worst that can befall I often think of 
death, as all leasonable creatures must , but with such 
piospects there is little in it to be feaied I have many a 
time felt that without the expectation of it life would be m 
its bughtest station a buiden too heavy to be borne But 
these aie topics too serious foi this light handling We aie 
m the hands of an All-meiciful Fathei Let us live with 
hope m Him, and tiy to fill rightly the paits he has assigned 
us Heie is an anchor of the soul both sure and steadfast 
By this let us abide, and vex oui selves with no needless feai 
Jack, pool Jack! I feel convinced is going to make a 
figuie yet , he mhents a good head and an honest heart from 
his parents, and no bad habit of any kind has pei verted these 
invaluable gifts His only faults at piesent are his in- 
experience and the very excess of his good qualities Our 
only subject of disagreement is the lelative impoitance of 
woildly comfoits and mental wealth Jack decides, as a 
v 01 thy fellow of twenty always will decide, that meie 
external lank and convenience aie nothing , the dignity of 
the mind is all m all I aigue as e\eiy leasonable man of 
twenty-eight , that this is poetry m paib, which a few years 
will mix pietty laigely with piose And theie we diffei and 
chop logic, an art foi which Jack has been famous fiom his 
veiy ciadle Sometimes I make fiee to settle him with your 
finisher, ‘Thou natural thou !’ But on the whole he is 
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getting more rational His jolly presence has been of no 
small benefit to myself on many sad occasions I have often 
absolutely wondeied at the patience with which he has 
borne my black humours, when bad health and disturbance 
vexed me too much He is certainly a prime honest 4 Loid 
Moon,’ 1 with all his faults 

Carlyle did not stay long in Edinburgh He re- 
mained only till he had settled his business arrange- 
ments with Boyd, his publisher, and then went home 
to Mamhill to finish his translation of 4 Meister 5 there 
He was to receive 1801 on publication for the first 
edition If a second edition was called for, Boyd was 
to pay him 2501 for a thousand copies, and after that 
the book was to be Carlyle’s own 4 Any way, I am 
paid sufficiently for my labours,’ he said 4 Am I a 
genius ? I was intended for a horsedealer, lather ’ The 
sheets of 4 Meister ’ were sent to Haddington as they 
were printed Miss Welsh refused to be interested m 
it, and thought more of the money which Carlyle was 
making than of the great Groethe and his novel, Carlyle 
admitted that she had much to say for her opinion 

Theie is not (he said), pioperly speaking, the smallest 
paiticle of histoucal mteiest m it except what is connected 
with Mignon, and her you cannot see fully till near the very 
end Meistei himself is peihaps one of the greatest ganaches 
that evei was created by quill and ink I am going to write 
a fieice preface disclaiming all concern with the hteiary or the 
moial merit of the woik, grounding my claims to lecompense 

1 Name by which John Carlyle went in the family from the breadth 
of his face 
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or toleration on tlie fact that I have accurately copied a 
striking portrait of Goethe’s mind— the strangest, and in 
many points the greatest, now extant What a work! 
Bushels of dust and straws and feathers, with here and there 
a diamond of the purest water, 

Carlyle was very happy at this time at Mamhill 
He had found work that he could do, and had opened, 
as it seemed, successfully his literary career The lady 
whom he had so long worshipped had given him hopes 
that his devotion might be rewarded She had declined 
to find much beauty even in Mignon , but she might 
say what she pleased now without disturbmg him . 

To Miss Welsh . 


Mamlnll April 15 

So you laugh at my venerated Goethe and my Herzen's 
Kind poor little Mignon Oh, the hardness of man’s, and 
still more of woman’s heart ! If you weie not lost to all 
true feeling your eyes would be a fountain of tears in the 
perusing of ‘ Meister ’ Have you really no pity for the 
heio, or the Count, or the Frau Melina, 01 Phdina, or the 
Manager ? Well, it cannot be helped I must not quarrel 
with you Do what you like Seriously, you are light 
about the book It is worth next to nothing as a novel 
Except Mignon, who will touch you yet perhaps, there is 
no person in it one has any care about But foi its wisdom, 
its eloquence, its wit, and even for its folly and its dullness, 
it inteiests me much, far more the second time of reading 
than it did the fiist I have not got as many ideas from 
any book for six years You will like Goethe better ten 
years hence than you do at present It is pity the man 
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were not known among us The English have begun to 
speak about him of late yeais, but no light has yet been 
thrown upon him , i no light but only daikness visible ’ The 
syllables Goethe excite an idea as vague and monstrous as 
the woids Goigon or Chimeia 

It would do you good to see with what regularity I pio- 
giess m translating Clockwork is scaicely steadiei No- 
thing do I allow to mteifeie with me My movements 
might be almost calculated like the moon’s It is not un- 
pleasant work, noi is it pleasant Oiigma! composition is 
ten times as laborious It is an agitating, fieiy, consuming 
business, when your heart is m it I can easily conceive a 
man writing the soul out of him — writing till it evapoiate 
like the snuff of a farthing candle when the mattei mteiests 
him properly I always lecoil fiom again engaging with it 
But this piesent business is cool and quiet One feels over 
it as a shoemakei does when he sees the leathei gatkenng 
into a shoe — as any moital does when he sees the activity of 
his mind expressing itself in some external material shape 
You aie facetious about my mine of gold It has often struck 
me as the most accursed item m men’s lot that they had to 
toil for filthy lucre , but I am not sure now that it is not the 
ill-best way it could have been arranged Me it would make 
happy at least foi half a year, if I saw the certain piospect 
before me of making 500/ pei annum A pampered Lord — 
e g Byron — would turn with loathing fiom a pyiamid of 
ingots I may be blessed m this way he never Let us 
be content 

It would edify you much to see my way of life heie — how 
I wnte and ude and delve m the gaith and muse on things 
new and old On the whole I am moderately happy -There 
is lough substantial plenty here Foi me theie is heaitfelt 
kindness in the breast of every living thing, from the cm 
that vaults like a kangaroo whenever he peiceives me, and 



220 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE . 


the pony that prances when he gets me on his back, up tc 
the sovereign heads of the establishment Better is a 
dmnei of herbs with peace, than a stalled ox with contention 
Better is affection in the smoke of a tuif cottage than in- 
difference amidst the tapestnes of palaces 

I am often very calm and quiet I delight to see these 
old mountains lying m the clear sleep of twilight, stirless as 
death, pure as disembodied spnits, or floating like caerulean 
islands, while the white vapours of the morning have hidden 
all the lowei earth 

They are my own mountains Skddaw and Helvellyn, 
with then snowy ,cowls among then thousand azure brethien, 
are more to me than St Gothard and Mont Blanc Hartfell 
and Whitecomb laise then bald and everlasting heads into 
my native sky, and fai beyond them, as I often pictuie, aie 
Jane and hei mothei, sometimes thinking of me, cheenng 
this dull earth foi me with a distant spot of Me and kindli- 
ness But, bless me ! the sweet youth is growing quite 
poetical (Test assez 


In this mood Carlyle heard of the end of Lord Byron 
He had spoken slightingly of Byron m his last letter , 
he often spoke in the same tone m his own later years , 
but he allowed no one else to take the same liberties 
Perhaps m his heart he felt at fourscore much what he 
wrote when the news came from Missolonghi Both he 
and Miss Welsh were equally affected She wrote *1 
was told it all alone in a room full of people If they 
had said the sun or the moon was gone out of the 
heavens, it could not have struck me with the idea of 
a more awful and dreary blank m the creation than the 
words, “ Byron is dead * 9 
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Carlyle answered — 

Poor Byron t alas, poor Byron ! the news of his death 
came upon my heart like a mass of lead , and yet, the thought 
of it sends a painful twinge thiough all my being, as if 
I had lost a brothei Oh God ’ that so many souls of mud 
and clay should fill up their base existence to its utmost 
bound, and this the noblest spmt m Euiope should sink 
before half his course was run Late so full of fire and 
generous passion and proud pm poses , and now for ever 
dumb and cold Pool Byron ! and but a young man, still 
struggling amidst the peiplexities and soirows and abena- 
tions of a mind not arrived at maturity, 01 settled m its 
proper place in life Had he been spaied to the age of thiee- 
scoie and ten, what might he not have done T what might 
he not have been i But we shall hear his voice no more I 
di earned of seeing him and knowing him , hut the curtain of 
eveilasting mght has hid him from our eyes We shall go 
to him , he shall not letum to us Adieu There is a 
blank m your heart and a blank in mine since this man 
passed away 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

JET 29 A 1) 1624 

The time for Carlyle’s departure for London had now 
arrived A letter came from Mrs Buller begging his 
immediate presence c Meister’was finished and paid 
for A presentation copy was secured for Mamhill, and 
there was no more reason for delay The expedition 
was an epoch m Carlyle’s life There was, peihaps, no 
one of his age m Scotland or England who knew so 
much and had seen so little He had read enoimously 
— history, poetry, philosophy, the whole range of 
modem literature — French, German, and English — was 
more familiar to him, perhaps, than to any man living 
of his own age , while the digestive power by which 
all this spiritual food had been assimilated and converted 
into intellectual tissue was equally astonishing And 
yet all this time he had never seen any town lar ger 
than Glasgow, or any cultivated society beyond what 
he had fallen m with at occasional dinners with 
Brewster, or with the Bullers at Kmnaird London 
had hovered before him rather as a place of doubtful 
possibilities than of definite hope The sanguine Irving 
would have persuaded him that it would open its arms 
to a new* man of genius Carlyle knew better He 
had measured his own capabilities He was painfully 
aware that they weie not of the sort which would win 
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easy recognition, and that if he made his way at all it 
would be slowly, and after desperate and prolonged 
exertion He would never go to bed unknown and 
wake to find himself famous His own disposition was 
rather towards some quiet place m Scotland, where with 
fresh air and plain food he could possess his soul m 
peace and work undisturbed and unconfused Still 
London was to be seen and measured He was to go 
by sea from Leith, and for the first week or two after 
his arrival he was to be Irving’s guest at Pentonville 
A few happy days were spent at Haddington, and on 
Sunday morning, June 6, he sailed — sailed literally 
Steamers had begun to run, but were not yet popular , 
and the old yacht, safe if tedious, was still the usual 
mode of tiansit for ordinal y travelleis His fellow- 
passengers were — a Sir David Innes, a Captain Smith 
from Linlithgow, a M Dubois, land-stewaid to Lord 
Bute , and two ladies who never left their cabins 
This is Carlyle’s account of his voyage 

To Miss Welsh 

I had the most melancholy sail to London Cross winds, 
storms, and, what was ten times worse, dead calms, and the 
stupidest society m nature Sn David Innes, if, indeed, he be 
a knight of flesh and blood, and not a mere shadowy personifi- 
cation of dullness, snoied assiduously beside me all night, and 
talked the most pohte ineptitudes all day He had a laige 
long head hke a sepulchial urn His face, pock-pitted, husute 
and bristly, was at once vast and hatchet-shaped He stood 
for many horns together with his left hand laid upon the 
boat on the middle of the deck, and the thumb of his right 
hand stuck firmly with its pomt on the hip joint ? fos large 
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blue and rheumy eyes gazing on vacancy, the very image of 
thicklipped miseiy Captain Smith was of quite an opposite 
species, brisk, lean, whisking, smart of speech, and quick 
m bowing , but if possible still moie mane than Dullness 
These two, Dullness and Inanity, contrived to tell me m the 
course of the voyage nearly all the truisms which natuial and 
moral science have yet enriched the woild withal They 
demonstiated to me that sea-sickness was painful, that sea- 
captams ought to be expert, that London was a great city, 
that the Turks eat opium, that the lush weie discontented, 
that brandy would intoxicate Oh, I thought I should have 
given up the ghost » M Dubois, a Strasbuigei, Lord 
Bute’s factotum, with his flageolet, his ‘ Yaillant Troubadoui,’ 
and his 6 Es hatt’ em Bauer em schones Weib,’ alone con- 
tributed to save me I laughed at him every day about an 
hour On Sunday do you suppose I was very gay ? The 
Bass was standing m sight all day, and I lecollected wheie 
the Sunday before I had been sitting beside you m peace and 
quietness at home ! But time and hours weai out the 
toughest day Next Friday at noon we weie winding slowly 
through the forest of masts in the Thames up to our station 
at Tower Wharf The giant bustle, the coalheavers, the 
bargemen, the black buildings, the ten thousand times ten 
thousand sounds and movements of that monstrous harbour 
formed the grandest object I had ever witnessed One man 
seems a drop m the ocean you feel annihilated in the 
immensity of that heart of all the earth 


Carlyle has described in his ‘ Reminiscences ’ his 
arrival m London, his reception m Irving’s house, and 
his various adventures during his English visit. When 
written evidence rises before us of what we said and 
did in early life, we find generally that memory has 
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played false to us, and has so shaped and altered past 
scenes that our actions have become legendary even to 
ourselves Groethe called his autobiography c Wahrheit 
und Dichtung,’ being aware that facts stand m our 
recollection as trees, houses, mountains, nvers stand m 
the landscape , that lights and shadows change their 
places between sunrise and sunset, and that the objects 
are grouped into new combinations as the point of vision 
alters But none of these involuntary freaks of memory 
can be traced m Carlyle’s c Kemmiscences 5 After two 
and forty years the scenes and persons which he 
describes remain as if photographed precisely as they 
are to be found m his contemporary letters Nothing 
is changed. The images stand as they were first 
printed, the judgments are unmodified, and are often 
repeated m the same words His matured and 
epitomised narrative may thus be trusted as an entirely 
authentic record of the scenes which are recorded at 
fuller length in the accounts which he sent at the time 
to his family and friends With Irving he was better 
pleased than he expected Uneasiness Carlyle had felt 
about him — never, indeed, that the simplicity and 
truth of Irving’s disposition could be impaired or 
tarnished, but that he might be misled and confused 
by the surroundings in which he was to find him 
5 The orator,’ he wrote, ‘is mended since I saw him at 
Dunkeld He begins to see that his honours are not 
supernatural, and his honest, practical warmth of heart 
is again becoming the leading feature of his character ’ 
He was thrown at once into Irving’s circle, and* made 
acquaintance with various persons whom he had 
previously heard celebrated. Mrs Strachey, Mrs 
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Buller’s sister, he admired the most Her husband, 
too, he met and liked, and her niece, Miss Kirkpatrick 
To Miss Welsh he wrote a few days aftei his arrival — 

I have seen some notable chaiacters Mrs Montagu 1 
(do not tremble) is a stately mation, with a quick intellect 
and a taste for exciting sentiments, which two qualities, by 
dint of much management m a longish life, she has elaborated 
mto the materials of a showy, tasteful, clearsighted, ngid, 
and I fancy, cold mannei of existence, mtended rather for 
itself and being looked at than foi bemg used to any useful 
purpose in the service of others She loves and admires the 
Orator beyond all others me she seems to like better than I 
like her I have also seen and sciaped acquaintance with 
Procter — Barry Cornwall He is a slendei, rough-faced, 

palish, gentle, languid-looking man, of three or four and 
thirty There is a dreamy mildness m his eye , he is kind 
and good m his manneis, and I undeistand m his conduct 
He is a poet by the ear and the fancy, but his heart and 
intellect are not stiong He is a small poet I am also a 
nascent friend of Allan Cunningham’s — my most dear, modest, 
land, good-humouied Allan He has his Annandale accent 
as faithfully as if he had never crossed the border He 
seems not to know that he is anything beyond a readmg 
mason Yet I will send you his books and tell you of him, 
and you will find him a genuis of no common make I have 
also seen Thomas Campbell Him I like woist of all He 
is heartless as a little Edinburgh advocate There is a smnk 
on his face which would befit a shopman 01 an auctioneei 
His veiy eye has the cold vivacity of a conceited worldling, 
© 

*Mrs Basil Montagu, of whom there is a full account m the 
Em nmiscences, called by Irving ‘ the noble lady/ and already known 
through Irving’s letters to Miss Welsh 
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His talk is small, contemptuous, and shallow The blue frock 
and tiousers, the eye-glass, the wig, the very fashion of his 
bow, proclaim the hteiary dandy His wife has blacir eyes, a 
fair skin, a symmetrical but \ulgai face , and she speaks with 
that accursed Celtic accent — a twang which I ne\ei yet heaid 
associated with any manly or profitable thought 01 sentiment, 
which to me is but the symbol of Highland vanity and filth 
and famine 4 Good heavens 1 ’ cried I, on coming out, 4 does 
literature lead to this ? Shall I, too, by my utmost efforts 
lealise nothing but a stupid Gaelic wife, with the pitiful 
gift of making verses, and affections cold as those of a tinker’s 
cuddle, with nothing to love but my own paltry self and 
what belongs to it ? My pioudest feelings rivalled, sur- 
passed by Lord Petersham and the whole population of Bond 
Street ? God foibid 1 Let me be poor and wretched if it 
must be so, but never, never let the holy feeling of affection 
leave me Bieak my heart a hundred times, but never let 
it be its own giave T ’ The aspect of that man jarred the 
music of my mmd for a whole day He promised to invite 
me to his first 4 literary dejeuner ’ Curiosity attracts, disgust 
repels I know not which will be stronger when the day 
arrives Perhaps I am hasty about Campbell Perhaps I 
am too seveie He was my eaihest favourite I hoped to 
have found him diffeient Of Coleridge and all the other 
ongmals I will not say a word at piesent You are sated 
and more 


Coleridge naturally was an object of more than 
curiosity He was then at the height of his fame — 
poet, metaphysician, theologian, accomplished* or sup- 
posed to be accomplished, m the arts m which Carlyle 
was most anxious to excel Carlyle himself had formed 
a high if not the highest opinion of the merits of 

16—2 
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Colendge, who was now sitting up at Highgate re- 
ceiving the homage of the intellectual world, and 
pouring out floods of eloquence on all who came to 
worship in a befitting state of mind The befitting 
state was not universal even m those who sincerely 
loved the great man Leigh Hunt and Lamb had sate 
one night m the Highgate drawing-room for long hours 
listening to the oracle discoursing upon the Logos 
Hunt, as they stood leaning over a stile m the moon- 
light, on their way home, said, ‘ How strange that a man 
of such indisputable genius should talk such nonsense ! 5 
‘Why, you see, I * * * 5 said Lamb, stammering, C-e-colendge 
has so much f-f-fnn m him ’ The finished portrait of 
Coleridge is found in Cailyle’s e Life of Sterling 5 The 
original sketch is a letter of the 24th of June to his 
brother John 

I have seen many curiosities , not the least of them I 
reckon Colendge, the Kantian metaphysician and quondam 
Lake poet I will tell you all about our interview when we 
meet Figure a fat, flabby, mcurvated personage, at once 
short, rotund, and relaxed, with a watery mouth, a snuffy 
nose, a pair of strange brown, timid, yet earnest-lookmg 
eyes, a high tapenng brow, and a great bush of giey hail , 
and you have some famt idea of Colendge He is a kind 
good soul, full of religion and affection and poetry and ani- 
mal magnetism His cardinal sin is that he wants tuill 

He has no lesolution He shiinks from pain oi laboui m 
any of its shapes His very attitude bespeaks this He 
never* straightens his knee-joints He stoops with his fat, 

ill-shapen shouldeis, and m walking he does not tread, but 

shovel and slide My f athei would call it ‘ skluiffing ’ He 

is also always busied to keep, by stiong and frequent mhala- 
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fcions, the water of his mouth from overflowing, and his eyes 
have a look of anxious impotence He would do with all 
his heart, but he knows he dares not The conversation of 
the man is much as I anticipated — a forest of thoughts, 
some true, many false, moie part dubious, all of them inge- 
nious m some degree, often m a high degiee But theie 
is no method m his talk he wanders like a man sailing 
among many currents, whithersoever his lazy mind dnects 
him , and, what is more unpleasant, he preaches, or rathei 
soliloquises He cannot speak, he can only tal-Tc (so he 
names it) Hence I found him unpiofitable, even tedious , 
but we parted very good friends, I promismg to go back and 
see him some evening — a promise which I fully mtend to 
keep I sent him a copy of 6 Meister,’ about which we had 
some friendly talk I leckon him a man of great and useless 
genius a strange, not at all a great man 

While Carlyle was studying the leaders of literature 
m London with such indifferent satisfaction, the family 
at Mamhill were busy over his own first book Never 
had Goethe’s novel found its way into a stranger circle 
than this rugged, unlettered Calvinist household But 
they had all strong natuial understandings Young 
and old alike read it, and in then way appreciated it, 
the mother most of all 

John Oarlyle to Thomas Carlyle . 

Mamhill Jane 24 

You did well to send our father the neckerchief and 
tobacco with the spluichan, for he was highly pleased at 
the sight of them The shawl, our mothei says, suits very 
well, though she has no particular need of one at present 
She bids me tell you she can nevei repay you for the kind- 
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ness you have all along shown hei, and then she has advices 
about religion to give you, the best of gifts m hei estimation 
that she has to offer She is sitting heie as if under some 
chaim, leading ‘Meister,’ and has nearly got through the 
second volume Though we aie often lepeatmg honest Hall 
Foster’s denouncement against leadeis of ‘ novels,’ she still 
continues to peisevere She does not relish the chaiacter of 
the women, and especially of Philma ‘ They are so wanton ’ 
She cannot well tell what it is that mteiests her I defer 
till the next time I mite to give a full account of the 
impiession it has made upon us all, for we have not got it 
fairly studied yet We are unanimous in thinking it should 
succeed 

The Bullers were still uncertain about their future 
movements One day they were to take a house at 
Boulogne, the next to settle m Cornwall, the next to 
remain m London, and send Carlyle with the boys into 
the country. As a temporary measure, ten days after 
his arrival he and Charles found themselves located m 
lodgings at Kew Green, which Carlyle soon grew 
weary of and Charles Bulier hated, while Carlyle, 
though he appreciated, and at times even admired, 
Mrs Buller’s fine qualities, was not of a temper to 
submit to a woman’s caprices 

To John Cailyle „ 

Kew Green June 24, 1824 

The Bullers aie essentially a cold race of people They 
live m the midst of fashion and external show They love no 
living creature Our connection, theiefore, has to sit a little 
loosely I attach no poition of my hopes oi thoughts of affec- 
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ton towards them , they none to me Nevertheless, I have 
engaged to go with them whifchersoevei they list for the next 
thiee months After that, with legaid to the Fiance pioject, 
I shall pause befoie deciding Indeed, so fitful and weathei- 
cock-hke in then pioceedmgs aie they, that it is very 
possible the whole scheme of Boulogne-sur-Mei may be 
abandoned long befoie the time for trying it comes round 
Meanwhile, Mis B has settled us heie for a fortnight only 
m lodgings, and we have begun our studies It is a pleasant 
village We aie within a bowshot of a Royal Palace, close 
by the south bank of the Thames, about six miles to the 
westward of London A village here is not what it is with 
you Here it is a quantity of houses scatteied over a whole 
palish, each cluster connected with the rest by lanes of trees, 
with meadows and beautiful gieens mteispeised, sometimes 
ponds and lakes and hedges of roses, and commons with 
sheep and cuddies glazing on them Many of the houses 
belong to rich people, and the whole has a very smart and 
pleasing air Such is the village of Kew, especially the 
Green, the part of it which hes on the south side of the 
nver, connected by the bridge with Kew proper We form 
part of the periphery of an irregular square, measuring, per- 
haps, two furlongs in diagonal, intersected with one large 
and many foot roads, and into portions by thick, low, painted 
wooden paling, with breaks in it to admit the freest ingress 
and egress The parish chuich, with its cluster of grave- 
stones, stands a little to the right of our windows Beyond 
it the north-west comer of the square is occupied by the 
Palace and the barracks of soldiers This, with the many 
barges and lighters of the river, and the shady woods and 
green places all around, makes the place very pi§tty What 
is better, our lodging seems to be very respectable * I have 
a good, clean, quiet bed, and the landlady, Mrs Page, and 
her pretty granddaughter (sweet Anne Page), almost become 
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as dead women eveiy time we speak to them, so leverential 
are they and so piompt to help 

Mrs Page was unlike the dames who had driven 
Carlyle so distracted m Edinburgh, and the contrast 
between the respectful manners of English people and 
the hard familiarity of his countrywomen struck him 
agreeably Time and progress have done their work 
whether for good or evil, and it would at present be 
difficult to find reverential landladies either at Kew 
G-reen or anywhere in the British dominions, Kew 
Green has become vulgarised, and the grace has gone 
from it, the mam points of the locality can be re- 
cognised from Carlyle’s picture, but cockneys and 
cockney taste are now m possession The suburban 
sojourn came to an early end, and with it Carlyle’s 
relations with Mr Buller and his family He describes 
the close of the connection m words which did not 
express his deliberate feehng He knew that he owed 
much to Mrs Buller’s kindness , and her own and Mr. 
Bullei’s regard for him survived m the form of strong 
friendship to the end of their lives But he was 
irritated at the abruptness with which he conceived 
that he had been treated He was proud and thin- 
skinned His next letter is dated fiom Irving’s house 
at Pentonville, which was again immediately opened to 
him, and contains the history of the Buller break up, 
and of a new acquaintance which was about to take 
him to Birmingham 

4 Myddelton Terrace, Pentonville July 6 , 1824 
My dear Mother, — I suppose you aie not expecting to 
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hear from me so soon again, and still less to hear the news I 
have got to tell you The last letter was dated from Kew 
Green , theie will be no moie of mine dated thence Last 
time I was complaining of the inesolute and foolish fluctua- 
tions of the Bullers I shall nevei moie have reason to com- 
plain of them and then proceedings I am now free of them 
for ever and a day I mentioned the correspondence which 
had taken place between 4 the fair Titama ’ (as the Calcutta 
newspapeis called her) and myself on the subject of her 
hopeful son, and how it was arranged that we should live 
together till Octobei, and then see about proceeding to 
Boulogne, m Fiance, or else abandoning our piesent engage- 
ment altogether The shifting and trottmg about which 
she managed with so total a disregard to my feelings, joined 
to the cold and selfish style of the lady’s geneial proceedings, 
had a good deal disaffected me , and when, m addition to all 
this, T lefiected that nothing permanent could result fiom 
my engagement with them, and considered the horrid weari- 
ness of being m seclusion from all sense and seriousness, m 
the midst of sickness on my own part, mingled with frivolous 
and heartless dissipation on thens, I had well nigh silently 
detei mined not to go to Boulogne, or even to stay with the 
people though they remained m England My determina- 
tion was called for sooner than I had anticipated After a 
week spent at Kew m the most entue tedium, by which my 
health had begun to deteriorate lapidly, but which I deter- 
mined to undeigo without repining till October, Mrs Buffer 
wntes me a lettei signifying that they must know directly 
whethei I would go with them to Fiance 01 not , that if I 
could not, the boy might be sent to piepaie foi Cambudge , 
and that if I could, we must instantly decamp for Royston, 
a place m Hertfordshire about fifty miles off I replied that 
the expected time for deciding was not yet amved, but that 
if they required an immediate decision, of course there 
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was nothing foi it but to count on my declining the offer 
Next day we met in town by appointment , there seemed 
to be the best undei standing in the woild betwixt ns , it 
was agieed that I should quit them — an ariangement not a 
little grievous to old Buller and his son, but no wise gnevous 
to his wife, one of whose whims was Oambndge University, 
m which whim, so long as she peisists, she /nil be leady to 
stake her whole soul on the fulfilment of it Bullei offeied 
me twenty pounds for my trouble With an excess of gene- 
rosity which I am not quite reconciled to since I thought of 
it matuiely, I pronounced it to be too much, and accepted 
of ten The old gentleman and I shook hands with dry 
eyes Mis# Buller gave me one of those * Good mornings * 
with which fashionable people think it right to pait with 
fuends and foes alike Charlie was m a passion of sadness 
and anger, to be foigotten utteily m three horns, and I went 
my way and they saw me no more Such is my conclusion 
with the Bullers I feel glad that I have done with them , 
then family was ruining my mind and body I was selling 
the very quintessence of my spirit for 200? a year Twelve 
months spent at Boulogne m the midst of drivelling and dis- 
comfort would have added little to my stock of cash, and 
feai fully diminished my remnant of spirits, health, and affec- 
tion The world must be fronted some time, soon as good 
as syne f Adieu, theiefoie, to ancient dames of quality, 
that flaunting, painting, patching, nervous, vapourish, jig- 
ging, skimming, scolding lace of mortals 1 Then clothes 
aie silk, then manners couitly, their hearts aie tapper 
I have left the Bullers twelve months sooner than they 
would have paited with me had I liked I am glad that we 
have paited m fnendship , very glad that we are parted at 

1 Poor Mrs Buller ’ a year back * one of the most fascinating women 
ho had ever met * She was about forty, and probably had never 
daunted, painted, or patched m her life 
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all She invited me to a lout (a gi and, fashionable affau) 
next night I did not go a foot length I want to have no 
fuibher tiade with hei 01 has at least except m the way of 
cold civility , foi as to what affection means I do not believe 
theie is one ot them that even guesses what it means Her 
sister, indeed (Mis Stiachey), 1 likes me , but she is as oppo- 
site as day from night 

Thus you see, my deal motliei, I am as it weie once more 
upon the waters I got my trunks hithei last night, after 
having kept them just one week at Kew, and paid fourteen 
shillings for the trip to and fio So much for having a 
spirited commander Lke Titania I am settled with Irving 
who pi esses me to stay with him all winter That I cer- 
tainly will not do, though Ihonoui the kindness thatpiompts 
even an invitation of this sort living and l aie grown 
\eiy intimate again, and have had gieat talking matches 
about many things He speaks m glonous language of the 
wondeiful things I am to accomplish here, but my own views 
aie much moie moderate 

Meanwhile let me assure you that I have not been so 
happy for a long while I am at no loss for plans of pio- 
ceedmg, nor is the futuie o\eicast befoie me with any heavy 
clouds that I should feel or feai I am once more fiee , and 
I must be a weak genius indeed if I cannot find an honest 
living m the exeicise of my faculties, independently of 
favour from anyone My movements for a while must be 
lather desultory My first is to be northward Among the 
worthy persons whom I have met with here is a Mr Badams, 
a fnend of Irving’s, a giaduate m medicine, though his 
business is in chemical manufactures in Birmingham, wheie 

1 Of this lady he says m another letter ‘ My chief favourites Mrs 
Strachey, a sister of Mrs Buller , but she is serious and earnest and 
religious and affectionate, while the other is light, giddy, vam and 
heartless She and I will be sworn friends by and by * 
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I understand lie is rapidly realising a fortune This man, 
one of the most sensible, clear-headed persons I have ever 
met with, seems also one of the kindest After going about 
for a day 01 two talking about pictuiesand stomach disoideis, 
m the cure of which he is famous, and fiom which he once 
suffered four yeais of torment in person, what does the man 
do but piopose that I should go up to Birmingham and live 
for a month with him, that he might find out the make of 
me and piescube foi my unfortunate inner man I have 
consented to go with him I undeistand he keeps horses, 
&c , and is leally the frank hospitable fellow he seems Of 
his skill m medicine I augur favourably from his genera] 
talent, and from the nttei contempt in which he holds all 
sorts of drugs as applied to persons m my situation Regi- 
men and exeicise are his specifics, assisted by as little gentlest 
medicine as possible , on the whole I think I never had such 
a chance foi the lecovery of health I intend to set off m 
about a week There is a fine coach that starts fiom our 
very dooi, and cames one up between seven m the morning 
and seven at night for one guinea I am going to take 
books and read and ride and stroll about Birmingham, and 
employ or amuse myself as seemeth best Sometimes I t hink 
of beginning another tianslation, sometimes of setting about 
some original work * Meistei,’ I understand, is doing very 
well Jack tells me you are reading fi Meister ’ This sur- 
prises me If I did not recollect your love foi me, I should 
not be able to account foi it. 
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Carlyle was now once more Ins own master, adrift 
from all engagements winch made his time the property 
of others, and without means or prospect of support 
save what his pen could earn for him Miss Welsh had 
expected with too sanguine ignorance that when his 
first writings had introduced him to the world, the 
world would rush forward to his assistance, that he 
would be seized upon for some public employment, or 
at worst would be encouraged by a sinecure The 
world is in no such haste to recognise a man of original 
genius Unless he runs with the stream, or with some 
one of the popular currents, every man’s hand is at 
first against him Rivals challenge his pretensions, 
his talents aie denied, his aims are ridiculed, he is 
tried m the furnace of criticism, and it is well that it 
should be so A man does not know himself what is m 
him till he has been tested , far less can others know , 
and the metal which glitters most on the outside most 
often turns out to be but pinchbeck A longer and 
more bitter apprenticeship lay before Carlyle than even 
he, little sanguine as he was, might at this time have 
anticipated His papers on Schiller had been well 
received and were to be collected into a volume, a 
contemptuous review of c Meister ? by De Qumcey 
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appeared m the * London Magazine, 9 but the early sale 
was rapid He had been well paid for the first speci- 
mens of jewels which he had brought out of the 
G-erman mines An endless vein remained unwrought, 
and the field was for the present his own Thus he 
went down to Birmingham to his friend with a light 
heart, anxious chiefly about his health, and convinced 
that if he could mend his digestion, all else would be 
easy for him Bnmingham with its fiery furnaces and 
heiy polities was a new scene to him, and was like the 
opening of a fresh volume of human life He has 
given so full a history of his experiences when he was 
Mr Badams’ guest that there is no occasion to dwell 
upon it The visit lasted two months instead of one. 
His first impression of the place, as he described it m 
a letter to his brother, is worth preserving as a speci- 
men of his powers of minute word-painting, and as a 
description of what Birmingham was sixty years ago 

To John Carlyle 

Birmingham August 10, 1824 

Birmingham I have now tried for a leasonable time, and 
I cannot complain of being tned of it As a town it is piti- 
ful enough— a mean congeries of bricks, including scarcely 
one oi two laige capitalists, some hundieds of minor ones, 
and, perhaps, a bundled and twenty thousand sooty aitisans 
in metals and chemical pioduce The stieets are ill-built, 
ill-paved, always flimsy m then aspect — often pool, some- 
times pnserable Not above one oi two of them aie paved 
with flagstones at the sides , and to walk upon the little egg- 
shaped, slippery flints that supply then places is something 
like a penance Yet withal it is interesting from some of 
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the commons or lanes that spot or intersect the green, woody, 
undulating environs to view this city of Tubal Cam Torrents 
of thick smoke, with ever and anon a burst of dingy flame, 
are issuing from a thousand funnels 6 A thousand hammers 
fall by turns on the red son of the furnace ’ You hear the 
clank of innumerable steam-engines, the rumbling of cars 
and vans, and the hum of men interrupted by the shaipei 
rattle of some canal-boat loading 01 disloadmg , or, peihaps, 
some fieice explosion when the cannon founders are piovmg 
then new-made ware I have seen their lolkng-mills, their 
polishing of teapots, and buttons, and gun-banels, and fiie- 
shovels, and swoids, and all mannei of toys and tackle I 
have looked into then lion works wheie 150,000 men aie 
smelting the metal m a distnct a few miles to the north , 
their coal-mines, fit image of Avemus , their tubs and vats, 
as large as conntiy ehniches, full of coppeias and aqua fortis 
and oil of vitriol , and the whole is not without its attrac- 
tions, as well as repulsions, of which, when we meet, I will 
preach to you at large 

But all the while Carlyle’s heart was m Scotland, at 
Haddington — and less at Haddington than at Mamhill 
The strongest personal passion which he experienced 
through all his life was his affection for his mother 
She was proud and wilful, as he He had sent her, or 
offered her, more presents, and she had been angry with 
him She had not been well, and she was impatient of 
doctors’ regulations 

To Mrs Carlyle , Mamlnll 

Birmingham August 29, 1824 

I must suggest some implements m youi diet and mode 
oi life which might be of service to you, who I know too 
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well have much to suffer on your own pait, though yom 
affection lendeis you so exclusively anxious about me You 
will say you cannot be fashed Oh, my deal mother, if you 
did but think of what value your health and comfort aie to 
us all you would never talk so Aie we not all bound to you, 
by sacred and indissoluble ties’ Am I not so bound moie 
than any other ’ Who was it that nuised me and watched 
me m frowardness and sickness fiom the earliest dawn of 
my existence to this houi ’—My mothei Who is it that 
has struggled f 01 me in pain and sorrow with undespainng 
diligence, that has foi me been up early and down late, 
canng foi me, labouring foi me, unweanedly assisting me ? 
_My mother Who is the one that never shrunk from me 
m my desolation, that nevei tiled of my despondencies, or 
shut ut> by a look 01 tone of impatience the expiession of 
my real or imaginary griefs ? Who is it that loves me and 
will love me foi ever with an affection which no chance, no 
misery, no crime of mine can do away ’—It is you, my 
mother As the gieatest favour that I can beg of you, let 
me now that I have in some degree the powei, be of some 
assistance in piomoting yom comfort It were one of the 
achievements which I could look back upon with most satis- 
faction from all the stages of my earthly pilgrimage, if I could 
make you happier Aie we not all of us animated by a 
similar love to you ? Why then will you spare any trouble, 
any cost, in what is valuable beyond aught earthly to eveiy 
one of us ? 


Eight weeks were passed with Badams, without, 
however, the advantage to Carlyle’s health which he 
had looked for. There had been daily ndes into the 
country, visits to all manner of interesting places— 
Hadley, Warwick, and Kenilworth The society had 
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been interesting, and Badams himself all that was kind 
and considerate But the contempt of 1 drugs 5 which 
he had professed m London had been rather theoretic 
than practical , and the doses which had been adminis- 
tered perhaps of themselves accounted for the failure of 
other remedies At the beginning of September an 
invitation came to Carlyle to join the Stracheys at 
Dover The Irvmgs were to be of the party Irving 
needed rest from his preaching Mrs Irving had been 
confined and had been lecommended sea air for herself 
and her baby The Stracheys and Miss Kirkpatrick 
had taken a house at Dover , the Irvings had lodgings 
of their own, but were to live with their friends, and 
Carlyle was to be included in the party Mrs Strachey 
was a very interesting person to him, still beautiful, 
younger than Mrs Buller, and a remarkable contrast to 
her Mrs Buller was a sort of heathen , Mrs Strachey 
was earnestly religious * She is as unlike Mrs Buller, 5 
Carlyle told his mother, c as pure gold is to gilt copper , 
she is an earnest, determined, warm-hearted, religious 
matron, while the other is but a fluttering patroness of 
routs and operas 5 An invitation to stay with her had 
many attractions for him He wished to go, but was 
undecided The last letter from Birmingham was on 
September 18 


To John Carlyle 

Badams and I go on very lovingly together He calls 
me 4 philosopher ’ by way of eminence , and I discuss and 
overhaul, and dissect all manners of subjects with him A 
closer acquaintance diminishes the sublimity, but scarcely 
von. ? I $ 
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the pleasing quality of his chaiacter A certain tendency 
to pamt en leau> a sort of gasconading turn m describing 
his own achievements and purposes, is all the fault I can 
discover m him , his kmdheartedness, his constant activity, 
and good humoui are moie and moie appaient In spite of 
all his long-low propensities (his running away with the 
harrows, as oui father would call it) he is a man of no oidi- 
naiy powers, noi has he any particle of dishonesty m his 
nature, howevei he may talk In fact, if I admne the man 
less than I once expected, I like him more Strange that 
so many men should say the thing that is not without per- 
ceptible temptation f Hundreds do it out of momentary 
vanity — Frank Dickson and many others It is the pooiest 
of all possible lesources in this world of makeshifts , thou 
and I will never try it 

With legard to health, it often seems to me that I am 
better than I have been foi several yeais, though scarcely a 
week passes without a relapse for a while into directly the 
opposite opinion The tiuth is, it stands thus I have been 
bephysicked and bediugged I have swallowed, say about fcw o 
stoupfuls of castor oil since I came hithei unless I dose 
myself with that oil of sorrow every fourth day, I cannot 
get along at all My resources aie moie numeious 
than they have been, and I am fiee to use them Am I a 
man and can do nothing to ameliorate my destmy ? Hang 
it, I will set up house in the country and take to gardening 
and translating, before I let it beat me In general I am 
not unhappy— of late I have begun to grudge being so long 
idle 6 Schiller ’ is almost at a stand I have been t hinking 
of it and preparing improvements, but the Taylor creatuie 
is slow as a snail I wrote to Irving stating in distant 
terms a proposal to board with him through winter He 
has not answered me, but I expect daily that he will If 
he consent, I shall go with him and Mrs Strachey to Dover 
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If not, I think hardly My better plan will be to go to 
London and take lodgings till this pitiful book is off my 
hands, then leturn to the north or stay m London as I 
reckon best 

The journey back on the coach through the midland 
counties, which m late September are usually so 
beautiful, was spoilt by bad weather On his way, 
however, Carlyle saw Stratford, and was long enough m 
the town to form a clear picture of it His letters are 
the journal of his experiences 

To John Gai lyle 

London September 27, 1824 

Taking leave of Badams, who stuctly chaiged me to come 
back for anothei month till he had completed his doctonal 
and castoi oil system with me, I left the city of Tubal Cam 
on Thursday morning My passage was of a mixed 
character Some of Badams’ drugs had not piospeied with 
me, and I fell below pai m point of health The morning 
also was damp and the day pioved rainy To complete the 
matter it cleared up just when I had shifted my place to 
the mtenor of the \ehicle, and exchanged the sight of High 
Wycombe and the lawns of Buckmghamshiie for the mane 
prattle of a little black-eyed pietty blue-stocking Genevese, 
my sole travelling companion , so that when they set me 
down m Oxfoid Stieet, falsely said by the lascal guard to be 
the nearest point to Pentonville, fiom which it was three 
miles distant — Lad Lane being only one — I fell somewhat 
out of humour, a dissonance of spirit which increased 
to loud jarrmg as I followed my stout and fleet # porter, 
who strode lustily along under cloud of night, through 
labyrinthine stieets and alleys, with my portmanteau dan- 

16-2 



244 LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE 

glxng ab his back, and a travelling bag to balance id in front 
Stamp, stamp, amidst the rattling of wains and coaches, and 
the uneaithly cries of fruiterers and oystermen and piemen 
and all the mighty dm of London, till I verily thought he 
would never reach a point of the city which my eyes had 
seen before 

Nevertheless, I had not been without my enjoyments on 
the road I had got another glance of the heart of 4 merry 
England,’ with its waving knolls and green woody fields and 
snug hamlets and antique boroughs and jolly ale-dnnking, 
beef-eating people It was not without some pleasur- 
able imagmations that I saw Stiatford-upon-Avon, the very 
hills and woods which the boy Shakespeare had looked upon, 
the very church wheie his dust reposes, nay, the very house 
wheie lie was bom , the threshold over which his staggering 
footsteps earned him m infancy , the very stones wheie the 
urchin played marbles and flogged tops It is a small 
grim-lookmg house of bricks, bound, as was of old the 
fashion, with beams of oak intersecting the bucks which are 
built mto it and fill up its interstices as the glass does m a 
window The old tile roof is cast by age, and twisted into 
all varieties of curvature Half the house has been modern- 
ised and made a butcher’s shop The street where it stands 
is a simple-looking, short, everyday village street, with houses 
mostly new, and consisting, hke the Shakespeare house, of 
two low stories, or rathei a story and a half Stratfoid itself 
is a humble, pleasant-looking place, the lesidence as formeily 
of woolcombeis and other quiet artisans, except where they 
have biought an ugly black canal mto it, and polluted this 
classical borough by the piesence of lighters 01 trackboats 
with flushed horses, sooty drivers, and heaps of coke and 
coal It seems considerably larger and less showy than 
Annan Shakespeare, Breakspeare, and for aught I know 
sundry other spears, are still common names in Warwickshire, 
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1 was struck on my arrival at Birmingham by a sign not fai 
from Badams’, mdicating the abode of William Shakespeare, 
boot and shoe maker, which boots and shoes the modem 
Shakespeaie also professed his ability to mend ‘ cheap and 
neatly’ Homer, I afterwards discovered, had settled in 
Birmingham as a button maker 
But I must not wander thus, or I shall never have done 
Of Oxfoid, with its domes and spues and minarets, its rows 
of shady trees, and still monastic edifices m theu antique 
richness and intricate seclusion, I shall say nothing till I see 
you I must rather hasten to observe that I found the 
oratoi at Pentonville sitting sparrowlike, companionless, m — 
not on — the housetop alone His wife had left him, and had 
taken all the crockery and bedding and other household 
geai along with her He extended to me the right hand of 
fellowship notwithstanding, and even succeeded m piocunng 
me some genial tea with an egg, only half rotten, which, 
for a London egg, is saying much By-and-by, one 
Hamilton, a worthy and accomplished merchant from San- 
quhar, came m and took me with him to his lodgings and 
treated me comfortably , and there in a splendid bed, I con- 
trived, in spite of agitation from within, and noise and bugs 
from without, to get six hours of deep slumber Next morn- 
ing I was fitter to do business 
On leaving Birmingham I had felt uncertain whether I 
should go to Dover with the Oratoi or not , and I had partly 
determined to be regulated in my yea and no by his accept- 
ance or rejection of my proposal to board with him while m 
London On coming to discuss the subject orally I soon 
discovered that his reverence was embarrassed by a conflicting 
pioposal (to board at a very high late some medical youth 
fiom Glasgow) which was not yet decided on, and tfas conse- 
quently in the way of any definite arrangement with me 
The good pnest — foi with all his vanities and affectations he 
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is really a good man, an excellent man, as men go — puckeied 
up his face and eyebiows in much distiess, and was just 
commencmg with various articulate and inarticulate piepaia- 
tions, when I, discovering rapidly how the matter stood, 
begged him to considei my proposal unmade, and never to 
say, or even think, one othei word upon the subject The 
puckers disappeared at this announcement, but were suc- 
ceeded by a continuous cloud of gloom and legret as he set 
about advising me to go with him to Dovei, and to put off 
the consideiation of lodging and all such matters till my 
return After much canvassing I assented, upon the proviso 
of my bemg allowed to bear my own shaie of the expense, 
and to be his fellow-lodger and not his guest With this 
salvo to my pride, which I already almost begin to despise as 
a piece of cold selfishness, we struck the baigam that he 
should set out on Monday, and I should follow whenever my 
business was concluded 

The 6 business ’ I could ha\e m London may well surprise 
you , it was (alas 1 it is) the most pitiful that ever man had 
notlnng but the collecting of a few books foi the completing 
of my poor ‘ Schiller ’ You cannot think what trotting to 
and fro I have had to get a book or two of the most simple 
charactei Messis Tayloi and Heniy pay me somewhere on 
the verge of 902 down upon the nail foi this book, the day 
when it is published In about ten weeks from tins date I 
expect to be free of London, to have ascertained how it will 
suit me, what hopes, what advantages it offers, and to decide 
foi continuance or departuie as shall seem to me best If 
my health impiove I shall be for remaining, especially if I 
can fasten upon any profitable employment , if not, scarcely 
About the ultimatum I am by no means low-spmted, not 
often even dumpish I feel pretty confident that I can 
lecover my health m some considerable degree, perhaps 
wholly If not here — elsewhere While this is in progress I 
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can at the worst translate for the London or Edinburgh 
maiket , and if I weie well, I feel that some considerable 
desire to write might rise within me I might like Aichy 
Halhday, ‘fin’ a kind of mclmation to baik, and certainly 
theie is no want of game A miseiable scrub of an authoi, 
sharking and wilting 4 articles ’ about town like Hazhtt, De 
Quincey, and that class of living cieatures, is a thing which, 
as our mother says, 4 1 canna be ’ Noi shall I need it I 
have fifty better schemes 

As to not boaidmg with living, I haidly regret it now 
that it is past His house would scarcely have been a 
favouiable place for studying any science but the state of 
lehgion m general, and that of the Caledonian chapel m pai- 
ticular, as managed by various eldeis, delegates, and other 
nondescript personages A very affected and not beautiful 

sistei of ’s is also to stay with them thiough the wmtei 

Her I might have found it a task to love 4 Piay, Mi Cai- 
lyle,’ said she, m a mincing, namby-pamby tone, the night 
she arrived, when I was sittmg with my powers of patience 
screwed to the sticking place, being m tiuth very miseiable 
and veiy much indisposed to make complaints , 4 Pray, Mi 
Cailyle, are you really sick now, or is it only fanciful ? ’ 
4 Fancy, ma’am, fancy, nothing more,’ said I, half-tuining 
round and immediately proceeding with some othei topic, 
addiessed to some other membei of the company Besides, 
Irving has a squeaking biat of a son, 4 who indeed bungs us 
many blessings,’ but rathei interrupts our lest at night 
Bad luck to his blessings compared with natuial rest ! In 
short, I shall be moie completely master in my own lodgings 

Carlyle himself was not an inmate whom any 
mistress not directly connected with him would readily 
welcome into her household, so it was well perhaps 
for all parties that the proposed arrangement was 
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abandoned The Dover visit, however, was accom- 
plished, and the unexpected trip to Pans which grew 
out of it For this, too, the reader is mainly referred 
to the e Reminiscences,’ which need no correction from 
contemporary letters , and to which those letters, 
though written when the scenes were fresh, can still 
add little, save a further evidence of the extreme 
accuracy of his memory But there is a humorous 
description of the gigantic Irving and his new-born 
baby, a pleasant sketch of others of the party, and an 
interesting account of the state of English farming and 
the English labourer, as Carlyle saw both before the 
days of economic progress These, and some vivid 
pictures of the drive through France, justify a few 
extracts. 


To James Carlyle , Ma%nh%lL 


Dover October 4 

My dear Father, — I arrived m this corner of the seagirt 
land m the dusk of a blight and sharp autumnal day There 
has been no fixed arrangement m our plans as yet Mrs 
Irvmg with hei infant had come hithei with a Miss Ejrk- 
patnck, a cousin of Mrs Strachey, m whose hned house we 
are all living till the rest arrive, when the Irvings and I 
shall evacuate the place and seek lodgings of our own I 
expect to be very snug and comfortable while here The 
sea-bathing seems to agiee with me as well as ever, and the 
people aie all anxious to tieat me as a kind of established 
invalid, whose concerns aie to be attended to as a prime 
object • 

The young Miss Kirkpatrick, with whom I was already 
acquainted, is a very pleasant and mentouous person — one 
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of the kindest and most modest I have ever seen Though 
handsome and young and sole mistiess of 50,000? , she is 
meek and unassuming as a little child She laughs m secret 
at the awkwaid extiavagances of the Oiator , yet she loves 
him as a good man, and busies heiself with nothing so much 
as dischaigmg the duties of hospitality to us all Of 
Irving, I have much kindness towards me to lecord I like 
the man, as I did of old, without respecting him much less 
or moie He has a considerable turn foi displays, which m 
reahty aie sheer vanity, though he sincerely thinks them the 
peifection of Chiistian elevation But in these things he 
indulges very spaungly before me, and any little glimpses of 
them that do occui I find it easy without the shghtest lll- 
natuie arising between us to lepiess We talk of religion 
and liteiatuie and men and things, and stroll about and 
smoke cigars, a choice stock of which he has been presented 
with by some fnend I reckon him much improved smce 
winter The fashionable people have totally left him, yield- 
ing hke feathers and flying chaff to some new ‘centre of 
attraction ’ The newspapers also are silent, and he begins 
to see that there was really nothing supei natural m the 
former huily-buily, but that he must content himself with 
patient well-doing, and libeial, though not immodeiate, suc- 
cess , not taking the woild by one fieice onslaught, but by 
patient and continual sapping and mining, as others do 
I for one am sincerely glad that matters have taken this 
change I consider him a man of splendid gifts and good 
intentions, and likely in his piesent mannei of proceeding to 
be of much benefit to the people among whom he labours 
His Isabella also is a good, honest-hearted person and an ex- 
cellent wife She is very kind to me, and though without 
any notable gifts of mind or manners or appeaiance, contrives 
to be m general extremely agreeable Irvmg and she are 
sometimes udiculous enough at piesent in the matter of their 
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son, a quiet wersh gorb of a thing, as all children of six 
weeks are, but looked upon by them as if it were a cherub 
fiom on high The concerns of 4 him ’ (as they emphatically 
call it) occupy a large shaie of public attention Kitty 
Knkpatnck smiles covertly and I laugh aloud at the earnest 
devotedness of the good Oiatoi to this weighty affair ‘ Isa- 
bella,’ said he the other night, ‘ I would wash him, I think, 
with warm water to-night,’ a counsel received with approving 
assent by the mother, but somewhat objected to by others 
I declared the washing and dressing of him to be the wife’s 
concern alone , and that, weie I in her place, I would wash 
him with oil of vitnol if I pleased, and take no one’s counsel 
in it 

When Mrs Strachey comes I expect some accession of 
enjoyment She has taken a gieat liking to me, and is any 
way a singularly worthy woman I had a very kind note 
from her this day 

Kent is a delightful legion, fertile and well cultivated, 
watered with cleai streams, sufficiently and not excessively 
bespiinkled with tiees, and beautifully broken with inequali- 
ties of surface The whole country rests on chalk They 
bum this mineral in loins and use it as lime In its native 
state it lies m immense masses, divided into stiata oi courses 
by lumps of flint distnbuted in paiallel seams The hus- 
bandry in Kent is beyond that m many counties m England, 
but a Scottish fannei would smile at many parts of it They 
plough with five horses and two men (one ea-mg), and the 
plough has wheels Many a time have I thought of Ahck 
with his Lothian tackle and two hoises setting these ineffi- 
cient loiteiers to the right about Yet heie they are much 
better than in Warwickshire, where fanning may be said to 
be an* unknown art, where the fields are sometimes of half 
an acre, and of all possible shapes but square, and a thieshmg 
mill is a thing nearly unheaid of Heie a fifth part of the 
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surface is not covered with gigantic and ill-kept fences , but 
they grow their wheat and then beans and their hops on 
moie rational pimciples In all cases, howevei, the people 
seem to xealise a goodly shaie of solid comfort The English 
hind has his poik (often law) or his beef, with ale and 
wheaten bread thiee times a day, and wears a ruddy and sub- 
stantial look, see him where you will I have looked into 
the clean, brick-bmlt, tile-fl agged little cottages, and seen 
the people dinin g, with their jug of ale, then bacon, and 
othei ware, and a huge loaf, like a stithy clog, towering over 
it all It is pleasant to see everyone so well provided for 
There is nothing like the appearance of want to be met with 
anywhere 

To Miss Welsh, little dreaming of the relations 
between herself and Irving, Carlyle was still more 
dramatic m his sketches of the Orator Miss Welsh, 
as she told him afterwards, had purposely misled him 
on the subject 


October 5 — The Oiator is busy wilting and bathing, 
persuading himself that he is scaling the very pinnacles 
of Chiistian sentiment, which m truth, with him, are little 
more than the very pinnacles of human vanity rising through 
an atmospheie of gieat native waimth and geneiosity I find 
him much as he was before, and I suppose always will be, 
overspiead with secret affectations, seciet to himself, but kind 
and friendly and speculative and discursive as ever It would 
do youi heart good to look at him m the character of dry 
nurse to his first-born, Edward Oh that you saw the Giant 
with his broad-biimmed hat, his sallow visage, and hi£ sable, 
matted fleece of hair, carrying the httle pepper-box of a 
creature folded in his monstrous palms along the beach, tick 
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ticking to it, and dandling it, and every time it stirs an eyelid 
gunning hombly a ghastly smile, heedless of the crowds of 
petrified spectators that turn round m long tiams, gazing 
m silent terror at the fatheily leviathan , you would laugh for 
twelve months aftei, every time you thought of it And yet 
it is very wiong to laugh if one could help it Nature is very 
lovely pity she should ever he absuid On the whole I am 
pleased with Irving, and hope to love him and admire him 
and laugh at him as long as I live There is a fund of 
smcenty in Ins life and charactei which m these heaitless, 
aimless days is doubly piecious The cant of religion, con- 
scious 01 unconscious, is a pitiable thing, but not the most 
pitiable It often lests upon a gioundwork of genuine, 
earnest feeling, and is, I think, in all except its very worst 
phases, piefeiable to that poor and and spmt of contemp- 
tuous persiflage which foims the staple of fashionable accom- 
plishment so far as I can discern it, and spreads like a narcotic 
diench over all the better faculties of the soul. 

Mrs Strachey came down after a few days The 
little party was always together — walking on the beach 
or reading Fletcher’s c Purple Island ’ Mrs Strachey 
herself was in full sympathy with Irving, if no one 
else was Then her husband came, who was especi- 
ally wanting m sympathy. The difference of senti- 
ment became perceptible The French coast lay in- 
vitingly opposite The weather was beautiful. A trip 
to Pans was proposed and instantly decided on Mr 
Strachey, Miss Kirkpatrick, and Carlyle were to go 
Mrs Strachey and the Irvings were to stay behind* 
A travelling carriage was sent across the Channel, post- 
horses were always ready on the Pans road, and 
Carlyle, who had but left Scotland for the first time 
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four months before, and had been launched an entire 
novice -into the world, was now to be among the 
scenes so long familiar to him as names They went 
by Montreuil, Abbeville, Nampont, with Sterne’s 
‘ Sentimental Journey 5 as a guide book, when Murray 
was unknown They saw the Cathedral at Beauvais, 
for which Carlyle did not care at all , they saw French 
soldiers, for which he cared a great deal He himself 
could speak a little French , Strachey, like most 
Englishmen, almost none Montmorency reminded 
him of Rousseau From Montmartre they looked 
down on Pans not a breath of smoke or dimness 
anywhere, every roof and dome and spire and chimney- 
top clearly visible, and the skylights sparkling like 
diamonds ’ e I have never,’ he says, c since or before, 
seen so fine a view of a town ’ Carlyle, who could see 
and remember so much of Stratford, where he stayed 
only while the coach changed horses, coming on Pans 
fresh, with a mind like wax to receive impressions, yet 
tenacious as steel in preserving them, carried off 
recollections from his twelve days’ sojourn in the 
French capital which never left him, and served him 
well m after years when he came to write about the 
Revolution He saw the places of which he had read 
He saw Louis Dix-huit lying m state, Charles Dix, 
Legendre (whose Geometry he had translated for 
Brewster), the great Laplace, M de Chezy the Persian 
professor He heard Cuvier lecture He went to the 
Theatre Franpais, and saw and heard Talma in c CEdipe ’ 
He listened to a sermon at Ste* Genevieve A more 
impressive sermon was a stern old grey-haired corpse 
which he saw lying m the Morgue He saw the French 
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people, and the ways and works of them, which in- 
terested him most of all. These images, with glimpses 
of English travellers, were all crowded into the few 
brief days of their stay , the richest m new ideas, new 
emotions, new pictures of human life, which Carlyle 
had yet experienced 

From the many letters which he wrote about it, I 
select one to his brother John 

To John Carlyle . 


Dover November 7 

My expedition to Pans was neaily as unexpected to 
myself as the news of it will be to you Strachey, a little 
bustling, logic-chopping, good-heaited, frank fellow, came 
down to Dovei three weeks ago, and finding himself, I sup- 
pose, rather dull in the region of the Cinque Poits, and 
tempted moreover, by the peisuasions of his cousin Kitty, 
as well as by the daily sight of the Fiench coast, he detei- 
mmed at last on a journey thithei, and after infinite plead- 
ings and solicitations I was prevailed upon to be of the party 
They were to travel m then own carnage, Kitty and her 
maid inside, Stiachey on the coach-box to see the country 
The additional expense for me would be nothing , it would be 
so pleasant, and would do me so much good In fine, aftei 
a world of perplexities and miscalculations and misadventures, 
1 having first half consented, then wholly lefused, then again 
consented, we at length all assembled by different routes on 
the sands of Boulogne m the afternoon of Thursday gone 
a foitnight, and set off with the utmost speed of three lean 
horses of the poste loyale for Paris After adventures and 
mistakes which will keep us laughing many a wmtei night 
when thou and I meet, we reached the capital on Saturday 
about forn o’clock, and forthwith established ourselves m the 
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H 6 tel de Wagram, and pioceeded to the gieafc purpose of 
our journey — the seeing of the many sights with which the 
metropolis of Fiance abounds beyond any other spot on the 
surface of the earth By degrees we got into proper tram, 
and everything went on wondeifully well Strachey and I 
went out singly or in company to puivey for dinners and 
bieakfasts m the cafes and restaurateur establishments, &c 
Sated at length with wonders, we left Pans last Wednes- 
day, and aftei a not unprospeious journey amved heie 
yesterday afternoon Irving with his household had left 
Dovei a few hours befoie 1 On the whole I cannot say I 
regret this jaunt I have seen many strange things which 
may people my imagination with interesting fonns, and, 
peihaps, yield some materials foi leflection and improvement 
Fiance, as it pi esented itself to me on a mostcuisoiy sui\ey, 
seemed a place rather to be looked at than tarried in Oh 
that I had space to pamt to you the stiange pilgaikc figuies 
that I saw breakfasting over a few expning embers on 
roasted apples, ploughing with three ponies, with ploughs 
like peat banows, 01 folded together m long tiough-shaped 
wickei carts, weaimg night caps, and diesses of blue calico, 
with a black stump of a pipe stuck between then jaws, and 
a drop hangmg at then long thm noses, and faces puckered 
together into the most weepy mouse aspect , 01 the women 
riding on cuddies with wooden saddles , 01 the postilions 
with their leathei shovel hats and then boots like model ate 
chums , often blind of an eye 01 bioken-legged, and always 
the coolest liars m existence But bettei than all was oui 
own mode of treating them , and Strachey’s Fiench when ht 
scolded the waiteis and hosts of the inns 4 C’est bie 
lmposante’ (said he at Beauvais), 4 c’est une — une — rascahte, 
vous dis-je , vous avez charge deux fois tiop , vous efce*s,’ &c 

1 In the Reminiscences he says that he found Irving still at Dover 
This is the single error of fact which I have detected 
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To all which they answered with the giavity of judges 
passing the sentence of death 4 Monsieur, c’est impossible , 
on ne vous surfait nullement , on ne,’ &c 4 Ou est les 
chevaux,’ shiieked he at the end of eveiy post 4 Yont venir, 
monsieur,’ said they Kitty and I were like to split with 
laughing At length Strachey himself gave up the cause 
entirely and took to speaking Fiench Enghsh without dis- 
guise When a man asked him for 4 quelque chose a boire , 
je vous ai conduit tres-bien,’ Stiachey answeied, without 
looking at him, 4 Kong ! vous avez dnv6 devilish slow,’ 
which suited just as well 

Of Pans I shall say nothing till we meet It is the 
Yamty Pair of the Universe, and cannot be described m 
many letters With few exceptions the streets are narrow 
and crowded and unclean, the kennel in the middle, and a 
lamp hanging over it here and there on a rope from side to 
side Theie are no footpaths, but an everlasting press of 
carnages and carts and dirty people hastening to and fro 
among them, amidst a thousand gare-gares and sacres and 
other oaths and admonitions , while by the side aie men 
roasting chestnuts m their booths, fiuitshops, wineshops, 
barbeis , silk merchants selling a pnx juste (without cheat- 
ing), restaurateurs , cafes, traiteurs , magasms de bonbons , 
billiaid-tables, estammets (gin-shops), dibits de tabac (where 
you buy a cigai foi a halfpenny and go out smoking it), and 
eveiy species of dipSt and entrepot and magasm for the 
comfoit and lefieshment of the physical part of the natural 
man, plymg its vocation m the midst of noise and s tink, 
both of which it augments by its produce and by its efforts 
to dispose of it The Palais Royal is a spot unnvalled in 
the worbd, the chosen abode of vanity and vice, the true 
palace of the tigre-smges (tiger-apes), as Yoltaire called his 
countrymen, a place which I rejoice to think is separated 
fxom me by the girdle of the ocean, and never likely to be 
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copied m the British Isles I dined in it often, and bought 
four little bone etuis (needle-cases) at a fianc each foi oui 
four sisters at Mamhill It is a sort of emblem of the 
Fiench character, the perfection of the physical and fantas- 
tical part of our nature, with an absence of all that is solid 
and substantial in the moial, and often m the intellectual 
part of it Looking-glasses and trinkets and fucassees and 
gaming tables seem to be the life of a Fienchman , his home 
is a place wheie he sleeps and di esses , he lives in the salon 
du restaurateur on the boulevards, or the gaiden of the 
Palais Boyal Eveiy loom you enter, destitute of carpet or 
fire, is expanded into boundlessness by minors , and I should 
think about fifty thousand diceboxes aie set a rattling every 
night, especially on Sundays, within the walls of Pans 
There the people sit and chattel and fiddle away existence as 
if it weie a laiee show, careless how it go on so they have 
excitement, des sensations agreables Then palaces and 
picture-galleries and tnumphal aiches aie the wondei of the 
earth, but the stink of their stieets is considerable, and you 
cannot walk on them without risking the fiacture of yoiu 
legs or neck 

But peace be to the French ! foi here I have no 100m to 
expiess even my ideas about them, fai less to do them any 
justice Suffice it to observe that I contrived to see neaily 
all that could be seen withm twelve days, and to cany off as 
much enjoyment as it was possible for sights to affoid me at 
the expense of about five pounds steilmg I saw che Lou vie 
gallery of pictures, the Tuileries palace, the Jaidm des 
Plantes, the chuiches afid cemeteries, and all that could he 
seen I saw Talma the actor, and almost touched His Most 
Christian Majesty Chailes X What was most interesting, I 
heard Baron Cuvier delivei his introductory lecture on com- 
parative anatomy Cuvier himself pleased me much , he 
seems about fifty, with a fair head of hair gi owing giey, a 
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laige broad, not very high head, a nose irregularly aquiline, 
leoedmg mouth, peaked chm, blue eyes, which he casts 
upwards, puckermg the eyebrows with a look of great sweet- 
ness and wisdom , altogether the appearance of an accom- 
plished, land, and gentlemanly person His lectuie lasted an 
hour and a half I made out nine-tenths of it, and thought 
it very good and wonderfully fluent and correct for an 
extempoie one Nay, what do you think ? I made bold to 
introduce myself to Legendie, and was by him taken to a 
sittmg of the Institute, and presented to Dupin, the cele- 
brated traveller in England Here also I saw Laplace and 
Lacioix, and Poisson the mathematicians, and Vauquehnand 
Chaptai and Th6nard the chemists, and heard Majendie read 
a paper Duprn would have introduced me to Laplace and 
others, an honour which I declined, desiring only to lmpiess 
myself with a pictuie of then several appeaiances 

Such was Carlyle’s sudden visit to Pans — an incident 
of more importance to him than he knew at the 
moment He complained before and he complained 
after of the hardness of fortune to him , but fortune m 
the shape of friends was throwing m his way what very 
few young men better connected in life have the happi- 
ness of so early falling m with The expedition created 
no small excitement at Mamhill The old people had 
grown up under the traditions of the war For a son of 
theirs to go abroad at all was almost miraculous 
When they heard that he was gone to Pans, e all the 
stoutness of their hearts 9 was required to bear it. 

It matters little to the suffeiers (wrote his biother 
Alexander) whether their evils are real or lmagmaiy Our 
anxiety was groundless, hut this did little help till your 
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lettei to Jack arrived We had inquired at the post-office 
every day for more than a fortnight before it came, and 
every new disappointment was, especially to our anxious 
mother, leason sufficient for darkening still deeper the cata- 
logue of her fears about youi welfaie I really believe that 
two or three days more of silence would have diiven her 
distracted well mgh She had laid aside singing foi more 
than a foitmght , and even the rest of the women, if they 
attempted to sing 01 indulge m laughing, were reproached 
with unbecoming lightness of heart But, thanks to heaven, 
we aie all of us to lights agam , and you have crossed and 
re-crossed the blue ocean — yea, visited the once-poweiful 
kingdom of the great Napoleon, at whose frown Europe 
crouched in. tenor 
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CHAPTER XV. 

AD 1824 JET 29 

The holiday was over Carlyle returned to London 
with the Stracheys, and settled himself m lodgings m 
Southampton Street, near living Here at any rate 
he intended to stay till Schiller was off his hands 
complete m the form of the book That accomplished, 
the problem of his future life remained to be en- 
countered What was he to do 9 He was adrift, 
with no settled occupation To what should he turn 
his hand? Where should he resolve to live? He 
had now seen London. He had seen Birmingham 
with its busy industries He had seen Pans He had 
been brought into contact with English intellectual 
life He had conversed and measured strength with 
some of the leading men of letters of the day. He 
knew that he had talents which entitled him to a 
place among the best of them But he was sick m 
body, and mentally he was a strange combination of 
pride and self-depreciation He was free as air, but 
free only, as it seemed to him, because of his insigni- 
ficance, — because no one wanted his help Most of us 
find our course determined by circumstances We are 
saved by necessity from the infirmity of our own wills 
No necessity interfered with Carlyle He had the 
world before him with no limitations but his poverty, 
and he was entirely at sea. So far only he was 
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determined, that he would never sell his soul to the 
Devil, never speak what he did not wholly believe, 
never do what m his mmost heart he did not feel to 
be right, and that he would keep his independence, 
come what might. 

As old Quixote said (he wrote at this time), and as I have 
often said after him, if it were but a crust of bread and a 
cup of water that Heaven has given thee, rejoice that thou 
hast none but Heaven to thank for it A man that is not 
standing on his own feet m legaid to economical affairs soon 
ceases to be a man at all Poor Oolendge is like the hulk 
of a huge ship — his masts and sails and ruddei have rotted 
quite away 

Literature lay open Nothing could hinder a man 
there save the unwillingness of publishers to take his 
wares, but of this there seemed to be no danger 
‘ Meister ’ was approaching to a second edition, the 
‘Schiller,’ such parts of it as had yet appeared, had 
been favourably noticed, and Schiller’s own example 
was specially encouraging Schiller, like himself, 
had been intended for the ministry, had lecoiled from 
it, had drifted, as he had done, into the initial stages 
of law, but had been unable to move in professional 
harness. Schiller, like himself again, had been 
afflicted with painful chronic disease, and, though 
it killed him early, his spirit had triumphed over his 
body At the age at which Carlyle had new* arrived, 
Schiller’s name was known m every reading house- 
hold m Q-ermany, and his early plays had been trans- 
lated into half the languages m Europe Schiller 
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however, more fortunate than he, possessed the rare 
and glonons gift of poetry Carlyle had tried poetry 
and had consciously failed He had intellect enough. 
He had imagination — no lack of that, and the keenest 
and widest sensibilities , yet with a true instinct he 
had discovered that the special faculty which dis- 
tinguishes the poet from other men, nature had not 
bestowed upon him. He had no correct metrical ear; 
the defect can be traced mthe very best of his attempts, 
whether at translation or at original composition He 
could shape his materials into verse, but without spon- 
taneity, and instead of gaming beauty they lost their 
force and clearness His prose at this time was, on 
the other hand, supremely excellent, little as he knew 
it The sentences in his letters are perfectly shaped, 
and are pregnant with meaning The more im- 
passioned passages flow m rhythmical cadence like 
the sweetest tones of an oigan The style of the 
f Life of Schiller 9 is the style of his letters He was 
not satisfied with it, he thought it ‘wretched/ 
* bombastic/ s not m the right vein 5 It was m fact 
simple Few hterary biographies m the English 
language equal it for grace, for brevity, for clearness 
of portraiture, and artist-like neglect of the un- 
essentials Goethe so clearly recognised its ments, 
that m a year or two it was to be translated undei 
his direction into German, and edited with a preface by 
himself. While England and Scotland were giving 
Carlyle at best a few patronising nods, soon to change 
to anger and contempt, Goethe saw m this young 
unknown Scotchman the characteristics of a true man 
of genius, and spoke of him ‘ as a new moral foice, the 
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extent and effects of which it was impossible to 
predict 5 

The rewriting and arranging of the tf Life of Schiller * 
was more tedious than Carlyle expected It was done 
at last, however, published and paid for A copy was 
sent to Mamhill, with a letter to his mother 


I have at last finished that miserable book, on account 
of which I have been scoldmg printers and running to and 
fro like an e^l spirit for the last three weeks The ‘ Life of 
Schiller ’ is now fairly off my hands I have not put my 
name to it, not feeling anxious to have the syllables of my 
pool name pass thiough the mouths of cockneys on so 
slender an occasion, though, if anyone lay it to my chaige, I 
shall see no reason to blush for the hand I had in it Some- 
times of late I have bethought me of some of your old 
maxims about pride and vanity I do see this same vamty 
to be the root of half the evil men are subject to in life 
Examples of it stare me m the face every day 
The pitiful passion under any of the thousand forms 
which it assumes never fails to wither out the good and 
worthy parts of a man’s character, and leave him poor and 
spiteful, an enemy to his own peace and that of all about 
him There never was a wiser doctmne than that of 
Christian h umili ty, considered as a corrective for the coarse 
unruly selfishness of man’s nature I know you will lead the 
* Schiller ’ with attention and pleasure It contains nothing 
that I know of but truth of fact and sentiment, and I have 
always found that the honest truth of one mind had a cer- 
tain attraction in it for every other mind that loved truth 
honestly Yanous quacks, for instance, have ^claimed 
against the immorality of c Meister , ’ and the person whom it 
delighted above all others of my acquaintance was Mrs 
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Strachey, exactly the most lehgious, pure, and true-nnnded 
person among the whole number A still more convincing 
proof of my doctrine was the satisfaction you took m it 

The * Schiller ’ was as welcome at Mamhill as c Meister * 
had been, but I have anticipated the completion of it. 
It was not finished till the middle of the winter, all 
which time Carlyle was alone m his London lodgings 
His peisonal history from the time of his return from 
Dover is told in his letters 

To Mrs Carlyle , Mainhill 

23 Southampton Street, Pentonyille 

November 12, 1824 

The Stracheys took me with them m their carnage to 
Shooter’s Hill, and I made my way to the hospitable mansion 
of the Oiatoi at Pentonville by vanous coaches as I best 
could Next morning no entreaties for delay could detain 
me I set out m quest of lodgings, detei mined to take no 
rest till I had found some place which I could call my own, 
where I might at last collect my scattered thoughts and see 
what yet remained to me to be accomplished or avoided I 
found the task of taking lodgings less abominable than I 
used to reckon it m Edinburgh Irving and his wife went 
with me to one or two till I got into the way, after which I 
di s m is sed them, and pioceeded on the search myself Ere 
long I landed in Southampton Street, a fine, clean, quiet 
spot, and found a landlady and a couple of rooms almost 
exactly such as I was wanting 

Here I have fixed my abode for a space, and design to set 
senously* about remodelling my affans On the whole I am 
happy that I have got into a house of my own where I am 
lord and master, and can manage as I like without giving 
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an account to anyone Irving could not take me to board 
m his house, having engaged to admit one Paiker from 
Glasgow (at a very high late), who is coming heie to study 
law Indeed, after inspecting the state of his internal 
economy, I more than ceased to desire it He himself is of 
lough and leady habits, and his wife is not by any means 
the pink of housekeepeis F01 one like me their house and 
table would have suited but mdiffeiently m point of health, 
and their visitois and othei interruptions would have sadly 
interfered with my standing business Irving’s kind and 
interesting conversation was the only thing that tempted me, 
and even this for the piesent could not have been got The 
Oiatoi’s whole heart and soul seem foi a while to have been 
set on two solitary objects — the Caledonian Chapel and the 
squealing biat of a child which his dear Isabella brought 
him three months ago This smallest and ivershest of his 
Majesty’s subjects the woithy pieachei dandles and fondles 
and dry-nurses and talks about in a way that is piteous to 
behold He speculates on the progressive development of 
Jus senses, on the state of his bowels, on his hours of rest, 
his pap-spoons and his hippmgs He asks you twenty times a 
day (me he dares not ask any longer) if he is not a pretty 
boy He even at tunes attempts a hideous chaunt to the 
creatine by way of lullaby Unhappy gorl f I have wished 
it farther than I need repeat at piesent Its mewing used 
to awaken me at night Its history keeps me silent by day 
Now that I am gone from its spheie I can wish it well as 
the offspring of my fnend, whom aftei all 1 do not like much 
the worse that he is o\ ei-fond and foolish as a father In my 
present state, too, I can enjoy all that is enjoyable in hi 
company and friendship This house is within three minutes’ 
walk of his, wheie I design to be a frequent visitor # They 
have been kind fnends to me I were a worthless creature 
to forget them 
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I expect to pass my time neither unpleasantly nor un* 
profitably m this city I have people enough heie whom I 
wish to see and may see Some of them are attractive by 
their talent and knowledge, several by their kindness The 
Stracheys I have found to be fuendly m a high degree 
Mrs Montagu (Irving’s 4 noble lady,’ whom I do not like as 
well as Mrs S ), had a note lying for me m Dover inviting 
me in very warm and high-flown terms to come and hve with 
them The Bullers aie here at present s they sent inviting 
me by Arthur then son to come and dine with them to- 
day I would not dme with the King But I engaged to 
go and take tea Badams piedicts that I will come back to 
him , but this I do not expect 

London pleased Carlyle less as he knew it better. 

To John Carlyle. 

23 Southampton Street November 30, 1824 
Allis of York is here at present, settmg up a sort of 
4 Asylum ’ He wishes me to go out and hve with him at 
his house m Eppmg Forest He will board me and a hoise 
for 40? a year * That scheme will not answer There is 
folly enough within my reach alieady without gomg to seek 
it among the professedly insane Peihaps I may go and 
stay with him a week or so when I have finished the wiitmg 
of this book I have yet made but little progress m my 
survey of London The weather has been very unpropitious, 
and I have had many thmgs to do I have several persons 
(Mrs Montagu, Mis Strachey, Piocter, &c ) whom I call on 
now and then, and might far oftener if I found it useful 
They are kind persons, particularly the first two , but for 
rational employment of my mind in their company there is 
but very little People of elevated minds and clear judg- 
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ment seem to be as raie heie as m the noith Anything 
approaching to a great character is a treasure I have yet to 
meet with Yet such is life The little that is good m it 
we ought to welcome, and forget how much bettei it might 
have been when we think how much worse it generally is 
These two women and their families treat me as if I were a 
near relation, not a wandering stranger I feel their kind- 
ness, and hope yet to profit moie by it Basil Montagu, the 
husband, was desenbed to me as a philosopher I find him 

to be an honest-hearted goose Happy Irving, who 

sees m all his friends the pmk of human excellence , and 
when he has found the nakedness of the land, can turn him 
round and seek a fresh supply He is still fighting away as 
valiantly as ever — -nursing and pleaching His populanty is 
growmg steadier, and I think will ultimately settle into some- 
thing comfortable and accordant with the nature of things 
The fashionable people have long ago forgot that he exists , 
and our worthy pieacher has discovered, fortunately not too 
late, that many things since the Eeformation have been 
more surprising than to glow a London lion for the space 
of three little months I am glad with all my heait that this 
insane work is over living is becoming known to men at 
large as he is The sceptical and hteiary people find that 
he is not a quack , and they honour him, 01 at least let him 
live at peace There are many peisons of waim hearts and 
half-cultivated heads who love him and admire him, and I 
think will stand by him fiiinly All that have ever known 
him m private must and do like him Delivered from the 
gioss mcense of preaching popularity, Irvmg will cultivate 
his mind m peace , and may ray out a piofitable mixture of 
light and darkness upon a much wider public thap he has 
yet addiessed by writing After all he is a brave fellow— 
among the best, if not the very best, whom I have met m 
life. Success to him 1 foi though I laugh at him, I weie a 
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dog if I did not love him Speak not of his popularity. 
Youi words will be mterpieted to mean, not that it is gi owing 
rational, but that it is over At present I reckon the appear- 
ance of it better than it has ever been 

The correspondence with Miss Welsh had continued 
regularly since Carlyle left Scotland Letters written 
under such circumstances are m their nature private, 
and so must for the most part remain Miss Welsh, how- 
ever, was necessarily a principal element m any scheme 
which Carlyle might form for his future life, and to her 
his views were exposed without the smallest reserve. 
The pensions or sinecures of which her too sanguine 
expectation had dreamt, he had known from the first 
to be illusions He must live, if he lived at all by his 
own hand He had begun to think that both for body 
and mind London was not the place for him He had 
saved between two and three hundred pounds, beyond 
what he had spent upon his brothers His tastes weie 
of the simplest The plainest house, the plainest food, the 
plainest dress was all that he wanted The literary men 
whom he had met with m the metropolis did not please 
him Some, like Hazlitt, were selling their souls to 
the periodical press Even m Campbell and Coleridge 
the finer powers were dormant or paralysed, under the 
spell it seemed of London and its influences Southey 
and Wordsworth, who could give a better account of 
their abilities, had turned their backs upon the world 
with its vain distinctions and noisy flatteries, and were 
living far away among the lakes and mountams 
Carlyle was considering that he, too, would be better m 
Annandale He would take a farm and stock it His 
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biother Alexander would manage it for him, while he 
could study and write From these two sources, means 
s uffi cient could easily be provided for a simple and 
honourable existence Befoie taking any decided step, 
however, it was necessary to consult the peison who had 
pro mis ed to be his wife when he should find himself in 
a condition to maintain her m tolerable comfort It is 
possible — though speculations of an interested kind 
influenced Carlyle as little as they ever influenced any 
man — that among their resources he had calculated her 
fortune would pass for something There had been no 
occasion for her to tell him precisely the disposition 
which she had made of it He had written to her 
eff usi vely, and she had laughed at him She had been 
afterwards slightly unwell, and had expressed penitence 
for her levity. 


To Miss Welsh. 


23 Southampton Street, Pentonville December — 
Your sickness I have striven to make light of I will not 
let myself beheve that it is more than tempoiary , and the 
senous mood you partly owe to it is that in which to me 
you are far most inteiestmg 

Do not mock and laugh, however gracefully, when you can 
help it F01 your own sake I had almost rather see you sad 
It is the earnest, affectionate, warm-hearted, enthusiastic 
Jane that I love The acute, sarcastic, cleai -sighted, derisive 
Jane I can at best but admne Is it not a pity that you 
had such a turn that way ? 6 Pity lather that the fellies of 
the woild, and yours among the number, Mr Quack, should 
so often call for castigation ’ "Well, well ! Be it so, then. 
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A wilful man, and still more a wilful woman, will have their 
way Now let us turn over a new leaf — a new leaf m 

the papei, and still moie in the subject I am meditating 
with as rigid an intensity as ever on the gieat focus of all 
purposes at present — the arranging of my futuie life Here 
is no light business, and no want of eageiness m me to see it 
done As yet I have made no way, or very little, but 
already I am far happier than I was, from the mere con- 
sideration that my destiny, with all its manifold en- 
tanglements, perplexing and tormenting as they are, is now 
submitted to my own management Of my piojects I can 
give no description They fluctuate from day to day, and 
many of them are not of a kind to be explamed in writing 
One item lies at the bottom of almost any scheme I form 
It is determination to have some household of my own , 
some abode which I maybe loid of, though it were no bettei 
than the Cynic’s tub , some abiding home which I may keep 
myself m peace by the hope of impiovmg — not of changing for 
another I have hved too long m tents a wandering Bedouin, 
the fruit of my toils wasted or spent in the day that witnessed 
them I am sick and must lecover , and if so, sickness 
itself provides the helps for getting out of it Till then my 
mind lies spell-bound, the best of my talents (bless the mark) 
shut up even fiom my own view, and the thought of writing 
anything beyond mere drudgery is vain I see all this, but 
I also see the plan of conquering it if it can be conqueied 
I must settle myself down within leach of Edinburgh or 
London I must divide my time between mental and bodily 
exercises If the latter could be turned to piofit, could be 
regularly fixed and ordered by necessity of any kind, I should 
regard the point as gained Had I land of my own, I should 
instantly be tempted to become a — farmer ! Laugh outright ! 
But it is very true I think how I should mount a horseback 
m the grey of the morning and go forth like a destroying 
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angel among my lazy hinds , 1 quickening every sluggish hand, 
cultivating and clearing, tilling and planting, till the place 
became a very garden lound me In the mtei mediate hours 
I could woik at hteratuie , thus compelled to live according 
to the wants of natuie, m one twelvemonth I should be the 
healthiest man m three paiishes, and then, if I said and did 
nothing notable, it weie my own blame or nature’s only 

This you say is Utopian di earning, not the sobei scheme of 
a man in his senses I am sony foi it — sorry that nothing 
half so likely to save me comes within the cncuit of my 
capabilities A smecuie » God bless thee, my dailing ! I 
could not touch a sinecure though twenty of my fnends 
should volunteei to offer it Kemeswegs It is no part of my 
plan to eat the biead of idleness so long as I have the force of 
a sparrow left m me to procuie the honest biead of industry 
living, too 1 good Irving * His thoughts are friendly, but he 
expresses them like a goose ‘ Help me to the uttermost ’ ? 
If he can help himself to get along the path thiough life, it 
is all that I shall ask of him If his own shms are safe at 
the journey’s end (a point on which there aie many doubts), 
let him hang a votive tablet up and go to bed m peace I 
shall manage mine There is no use in 4 helps ’ The grown- 
up man that cannot be his own help ought to solicit his dis- 
charge from the Church militant, and turn him to some 
middle legion by the eaihest conveyance For affection, or 
the famtest imitation of it, a man should feel obliged to his 
very dog But foi the gioss assistances of pationage or 
purse, let him pause befoie accepting them fiom anyone 
Let him utterly lefuse them except fiom beings that are 
enshimed in his heart of hearts, and from whom no chance 

% 

1 This is like his ‘ sluttish harlots ’ at Kmnaird How Uid he 
know that his hinds would he lazy ? But vehement language, which 
implied nothing but the impatience and irritability of his own mind, was 
as characteristic of Carlyle as it was of Johnson 
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can divide him It is the law in Yaimouth that every 
hening hang by its own head Except in cases singularly 
wretched or smgulaily happy, that judicious principle I 
think should also govern life 

A few days later he writes again — 

living advises me to stay m London , partly with a 
fnendly feeling, paitly with a half -selfish one, for he would 
fain keep me near him Among all his followers theie is none 
whose intercourse can satisfy him Any other than him it 
would go far to disgust Gieat part of them are blockheads, 
a few aie fools There is no rightly intellectual man among 
them He speculates and speculates, and would rather have 
one contiadict him lationally, than gape at him with the 
vacant stare of children viewing the Grand Turk’s palace 
with his guards — all alive ! He advises me, not knowing what 
he says He himself has the nerves of a buffalo, and foigets 
that I have not His philosophy with me is like a gill of 
ditch-watei thrown into the ciater of Mount iEtna A 
million gallons of it would avail me nothing 

On the whole, however, he is among the best fellows in 
London, by far the best that I have met with Thomas 
Campbell has a fai clearer judgment, infinitely moie taste 
and refinement, but there is no living well of thought 01 
feeling m him His head is a shop, not a manufactory , and 
foi his heart, it is as diy as a Gieenock kipper I saw him 
for the second time the other night I viewed him moie 
clearly and in a kmdhei hght, but scarcely alteied my 
opinion of him He is not so much a man as the editor of 
a magazine His life is that of an exotic He exists m 
London, as most Scotchmen do, like a shrub disrooted and 
stuck into a bottle of water Poor Campbell T There were 
good things in him too, but fate has pressed too heavy on 
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him, or he has resisted it too weakly His poetic vein is 
failing, or has run out He has a Glasgow wife, and then 
only son is in a state of ldiotcy I sympathised with him, I 
could have loved him, but he has foigor the way to love 
Pioctei here has set up house on the stiength of his writing 
faculties, with his wife, a daughter of the Noble Lady He 
is a good-natuied man, lively and ingenious, but essentially 
a small Coleridge is sunk inextricably in the depths of 
putrescent indolence Southey and Wordswoi fch have retned 
far fiom the dm of this monstrous city , so has Thomas 
Moore Whom have we left ? The dwarf Opium-eatei, my 
critic m the ‘London Magazine,’ lives here in lodgings, 
with a wife and children living, or staivmg, on the scanty 
pioduce of his scubble far off m Westmoieland He cames 
a laudanum bottle m his pocket, and the venom of a wasp in 

his heart A rascal ( ), who writes much of the black- 

guaidism m ‘ Blackwood,’ has been flying him to cinders on 
the gndnon of ‘ John Bull ’ Pool De Quincey ! He had 
twenty thousand pounds, and a libeial shaie of gifts from 
nature Yamty and opium have biought him to the state of 
‘ dog distiact or monkey sick ’ If I could find him, it would 
give me pleasuie to procui e him one substantial beefsteak 
before he dies Hazlitt is wilting his way through Fiance 
and Italy The gmshops and pawnbiokeis bewail his 
absence Leigh Hunt writes 6 wishing caps ’ for the 
‘ Examiner,’ and lives on the lightest of diets at Pisa But 

what shall I say of you, ye , and , and , and 

all the spotted fiy that ‘ report ’ and ‘ get up ’ for the ‘ public 
piess,’ that earn money by writing calumnies, and spend it in 
punch and other vilei objects of debauchery ? Filthiest and 
basest of the children of men I My soul come not into your 
secrets , mine honoui be not united unto you ! * * Good 
heavens ! ’ I often inwardly exclaim, ‘ and is this the literary 
world 7 ’ This lascal lout, this dirty rabble, destitute not 
VOL i 18 
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only of high feeling and knowledge or intellect, bat even of 
co mm on honesty ! The very best of them are lll-natuied 
weaklings They are not red-blooded men at all They are 
only things for writing articles But T have done with them 
for once In lailing at them let me not foiget that if they are 
bad and worthless, I, as yet, am nothing , and that he who 
putteth on his harness should not boast himself as he who 
putteth it off Unhappy souls ! perhaps they are more to be 
pitied than blamed I do not hate them I would only 
that stone walls and iron bars were constantly between us 
Such is the literary world of London, indisputably the 
poorest part of its population at piesent 

While in this humour with English men of letters, 
Carlyle was surprised and cheered by a letter from one 
of the same calling in another country, the naan whom 
above all others he most honoured and admired, Groethe 
himself He had sent a copy of his translation of 
c Meister 9 to Weimar, but no notice had been taken of 
it, and he had ceased to expect any ‘It was like a 
message from fairyland/ he said He could at first 
scarcely believe ‘that this was the real hand and 
signature of that mysterious personage whose name had 
floated through his fancy like a sort of spell since his 
boyhood, whose thoughts had come to him in maturer 
years almost with the impressiveness of revelations/ 
An account of this angel visitation, with a copy of the 
letter itself, was forwarded to Mamhill. 

To John Carlyle. 

Southampton Street December 18 
The other afternoon, as I was lying dozmg in a brown 
study after dinner, a lord’s lackey knocked at the door and 
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presented me with a little blue parcel, requiimg for it a note 
of delivery I opened it, and found two pietty stitched 
httle books, and a letter from Goethe 1 I copy it and send 
it for your edification The patriarchal style of it pleases 
me much — 1 * 

‘ My dearest Sir, — If I did not acknowledge on the spot 
the arrival of your welcome present, it was because I was 
unwilling to send you an empty acknowledgment merely, but 
I purposed to add some caieful remaiks on a work so honoui- 
able to me 

4 My advanced years, howevei, burdened as they are with 
many indispensable duties, have prevented me from com- 
paring your translation at my leisure with the original text — 
a moie difficult undeitakmg, peihaps, for me than for some 
third person thoroughly familiar with German and English 
literature Since, however, I have at the piesent moment an 
opportunity, through the Loids Bentinck, of forwarding this 
note safely to London, and at the same time of bringing 
about an acquaintance between yourself and the Loids B 
which may be agieeable to both of you, I delay no longer to 
thank you for the interest which you have taken in my 
hteiary works as well as in the incidents of my life, and to 
entreat you earnestly to continue the same mteiest foi the 
future also It may be that I shall yet hear much of you 
I send herewith a set of poems which you will scaicely have 
seen, but with which I venture to hope that you will feel a 
certain sympathy 

‘ With the most sincere good wishes, 

4 Your most obedient, 

‘J W Goethe ’ 3 

1 The translation is mine Carlyle copied the letter as it was written 

8 In Goethe’s German — 

‘ Wenn ich, mem werthester Herr, die glnddiche Ankunft Hire! 
willkommenen Sendung mcht ungesaumt anzeigte, so war die TJrsache 

18—2 
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This is the first of several letters which Carlyle re- 
ceived from Goethe ; the earliest token of the attention 
which he had commanded from the leader of modem 
literature, an attention which deepened into regard and 
admiration when the * Life of Schiller 9 reached Goethe’s 
hands. The acquaintance which was to prove mutually 
interesting came of course to nothing Carlyle heard no 
more of the * Lords Bentmck ’ The momentary con- 
sequence which attached to him as the correspondent 
of the poet-mmister of the Duke of Weimar disappeared 
m England, where he seemed no more than an in- 
significant struggling individual, below the notice of 
the privileged circles 


dass icli mcht emen leeren Empfangschem ausstellen, sondern Tiber Ihre 
mir so ehrenvolle Arbeit aucb lrgend em gepruftes Wort beyzufugen 
die Absicht hatte 

1 Heme hohen Jaliie jedoch mit so vielen unabwendbaren Obliegen- 
heiten nnmerfort beladen, hmderten mich an einer rnbigen Vergleiebung 
Ihrer Bearbeitung mit dem Ongmaltext, welches vielleicht fur mich 
erne schwerere Aufgabe seyn mochte, als fur lrgend emen dritten der 
deutschen und englischen Literatim grundlich Befreundeten Gegen 
wartig aber, da leh erne Gelegenheit sehe durch die Herren Grafen 
Bentmck gegenwartiges Schreiben sicher nach London zu bnngen, und 
zugleidi beiden Theilen erne angenehme Bekanntsebaft zu verschaffen, 
so versaume mcht memen Dank fur Ihre so mmge Theilnahme an 
meinen literanschen Arbeiten, sowohl als an den Schicksalen memes 
Lebens, bierdurch treulich auszusprechen , und Sie um Eortsetzung 
derselben auch fur die Zukunft angelegentlich zu ersuchen Vielleicht 
erfahre ich m der Eolge noeh manches von lhnen, und ubersende zu 
gleich mit diesem eme Reihe von Gedichten vrelche schwerlich zu lhnen 
gekommen smd, von denen ich aber hofifen darf, dass sie lhnen einiges 
Interesse abgewmnen werden 

* Mit den aufnchtigsten Wunschen, 

* Ergebenst, 

*J W Goetiie 
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The annals of this year, so eventful m Carlyle’s 
history, may close with a letter to him from the poor 
farm-house in Annandale 

To Thomas Carlyle 


MambiU December 18, 1824 

Dear Son, — I take this oppoitumty to thank you foi your 
unvarying kindness, though I feai it will haidly lead But 
never mmd , I know to whom I am writing It is a long 
time since we had a sight of each othei , neveitheless I am 
often with you m thought, and I hope we shall meet at a 
thione of grace where theie is free access to all who come m 
faith Tell me if thou leadest a chaptei often If not, 
begin , oh, do begin T How do you spend the Sabbath m 
that tumultuous city ? Oh ! remember to keep it holy , this 
you will never lepent I think you will be saying, 4 Hold, 
mother f ’ but time is short and uncertain Now, Tom, the 
best of boys thou art to me I Do not think I am melancholy, 
though I so speak Be not uneasy on my account I have 
gieat reason to be thankful I am quite well, and happy too 
when I hear fiom London and Edinburgh And pray do not 
let me want food as your father says, I look as if I would 
eat your letters Write everything and soon — I look foi one 
every fortnight till we meet I grudge taking up the sheet, 
so I bid thee good-night, and remain 

Youi affectionate mother, 

Ma r garet Carlyle. 


P S by Alexander Carlyle — 

You are veiy wise, we senously think, m determining to 
live in the country, but how or where I do not pretend to 
say , peihaps m some cottage with a grass paik or cow 
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attached to it for the nonce, and our mother or Mag for 
housekeeper Or what say you of farming (marrying, I dare 
not speak to you about at all) ? There axe plenty of farms 
to let on all sides of the country But tell me are the warm 
hearts of Mamhill changed ? or are they less anxious tc 
please ? I guess not Yet aftei all, 1 do often think that 
you would be as comfortable heie as anywhere 
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A JD 1825 JET 80, 

Goethe’s letter was more than a compliment Goethe, 
who did not throw away his words m unmeaning 
politenesses, had noticed Carlyle ; and notice was more 
welcome from such a source than if it had come from 
ministers or kings The master had spoken approv- 
ingly The disciple was encouraged and invigorated 
He had received an assurance that his intellectual 
career would not be a wholly unfruitful one Pleasant 
as it was, however, it did not help the solution of the 
pressing problem, what was he immediately to do? 
The piospect of a farm in Scotland became more 
attractive the more he thought of it Freedom, fresh 
air, plain food, and the society of healthy, pious people, 
unspoilt by the world and its contagion — with these life 
might be worth having and might be turned to noble 
uses He had reflected much on his engagement with 
Miss Welsh He had felt that perhaps he had done 
wrong in allowing her to entangle herself with a 
person whose future was so uncertain, and whose 
present schemes, even if realised successfully, would 
throw her, if she married him, into a situation so unlike 
what she had anticipated, so unlike the surroundings 
to which she had been accustomed In his vehement 
way he had offered to release her if she wished it , and 
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she had unhesitatingly refused As little, however, 
was her ambition gratified with the prospect of being 
mistress of a Scotch farm She had mocked at his 
proposal She had pointed out with serious truth his 
own utter unfitness for a farmer’s occupation She had 
jestingly told him that she had land of her own at 
Ciaigenputtock The tenant was leaving If he was 
bent on trying, let him try Craigenputtock He took 
her jest m earnest Why should he not farm Ciaigen- 
puttock 9 Why should not she, as she was still 
willing to be his life companion, live with him there ? 
Her father had been bom m the old manor-house, and 
had intended to end his days there To himself the 
moorland life would be only a continuance of the same 
happy mode of existence which he had known at Mam- 
hill In such a household, and m the discharge of 
the commonest duties, he had seen his mother become 
a very paragon of women He did not understand, or 
he did not wish to understand, that a position which 
may be admirably suited to a person who has known 
no other, might be ill-adapted to one who had been 
bred m luxury and had never known a want uncared 
for The longer he reflected on it, the more desirable 
the plan of taking Craigenputtock appeared to him 
to be. 


To M'iss Welsh. 

Pentonville Jan 9, 1825 

I tnj£t* that the same cheerful spirit of affection which 
breathes m every line of your last charming letter still 
animates you, and disposes you kindly towards me I have 
somewhat to propose to you which it may lequire all your 
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love of me to make yon look upon with favour If you aie 
not the best woman m the woild, it may prove a sorry busi- 
ness for both of us 

You bid me tell you how I have decided — what I mean 
to do It is you that must decide I will endeavour to 
explain to you what I wish , it must rest with you to say 
whether it can evei be attained You tell me you have land 
which needs improvement Why not work on that ? m 
one woid, then, will you go with me ? Will you be my own 
foi ever ? Say yes, and I embiace the pioject with my 
whole heart I send my brother Alick ovei to rent that 
Nithsdale farm for me without delay , I proceed to it the 
moment I am freed from my engagements here , I laboui 
in arranging it, and fitting eveiythmg for your reception , 
and the instant it is ready I take you home to my hearth, 
never more to part fiom me, whatever fate betide us 

I feai you think this scheme a baseless vision , and yet 
it is the sober best among the many I have meditated — the 
best for me, and I think also, so far as I can judge of it, for 
yourself If it take effect and be well conducted, I look 
upon the lecovery of my health and equanimity, and with 
these, of regulai profitable and natural habits of activity, 
as things which aie no longer doubtful I have lost them 
by departing from nature , I must find them by returning 
to her A stern expenence has taught me this, and I am a 
fool if I do not piofit by the lesson Depend upon it, Jane, 
this literature which both of us are so bent on pursuing will 
not constitute the sole nourishment of any true human 
spmt No truth has been forced upon me, after moie 
resistance, or with more invincible impiessiveness than this 
I feel it m myself I see it daily m others Literature is the 
wine of lire It will not, cannot, be its food What is it that 
makes blue-stockings of women, magazine hacks of men ? 
They neglect household and social duties They have no 
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household and social enjoyments Life is no longer with 
them a verdant field, but a hortus siccus They exist pent 
up m noisome streets, amid feverish excitements They 
despise or overlook the common blessedness which Providence 
has laid out for all his creatures, and tiy to substitute foi it 
a distilled quintessence piepared m the alembic of painters 
and rhymers and sweet singers What is the result ? This 
ardent spirit parches up their nature They become dis- 
contented and despicable, or wretched and dangerous 
Byron and all strong souls go the latter way Campbell and 
all the weak souls the f ormei c Hmaus ! ’ as the Devil says 
to Faust * Hmaus ms freie Feld ! ’ There is no soul m 
these vapid 4 articles ’ of yours Away ! be men before 
attempting to be writers 

You, too, aie unhappy, and I see the reason You have 
a deep, earnest, and vehement spnit, and no earnest task has 
ever been assigned it You despise and ndicule the meanness 
of the things about you To the things you honour you can 
only pay a fervent adoration which issues m no piactical 
effect Oh that I saw you the mistiess of a house diffusing 
over human souls that loved you those clear faculties of 
order, judgment, elegance, which you are now reduced to 
spend on pictures and portfohos , blessing living hearts with 
that enthusiastic love which you must now direct to the 
distant and dimly seen All this is m you You have a 
heart and an intellect and a resolute decision which might 
make you the model of wives, however widely your thoughts 
and youi experience have hitherto wandeied from that 
highest distinction of even the noblest woman I too have 
wandered wide and far Let us return , let us return 
together «• Let us learn through one another what it is to 
live Let us set our minds and habitudes in order, and 
grow under the peaceful sunshine of nature, that whatever 
fruit or flowers have been implanted m our spnits may npen 
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wholesomely and be distributed in due season What is 
genius but the last peifection of tiue manhood ? the pure 
leflection of a spint m union with itself, discharging all 
common duties with more than common excellence , extract- 
ing from the many-coloured scenes of life m which it mingles 
the beautifying principle which moie or less pervades them 
all ? The lose m its full-blown fragrance is the glory of the 
fields , but there must be a soil and stem and leaves, or theie 
will be no rose Your mind and my own have in them 
many capabilities , but the first of all their duties is to pio- 
vide for their own legulation and contentment If theie be 
an overplus to eonseciate to higher ends it will not fail to 
show itself If there be none, it were better it should nevei 
attempt to show itself 

But I must leave these generalities and avoid lomance, 
for it is an earnest piactical affair we aie engaged m, and 
requires sense and regulation, not poetics and enthusiasm 
4 Where then,’ you ask me , 4 aie the means of leahsmg these 
lesults, of mastering the difficulties and deficiencies that 
beset us both ? ’ This too I have consideied , the black 
catalogue of impediments have passed again and again m 
review before me, but on the whole I do not think them in- 
surmountable If you will undertake to be my faithful 
helper, as I will all my life be yours, I fear not to engage 
with them. 

The first, the lowest, but a most essential pomt, is that 
of funds On this mattei I have still httle to tell you that 
you do not know I feel in geneial that I have oidmary 
faculties in me, and an oidmary degree of diligence m 
using them, and that thousands manage life m comfort 
with even slendeiei lesources In my piesent state my 
mcome, though small, might to reasonable wishes *be suffi- 
cient , were my health and faculties lestoied, it might be- 
come abundant Shall I confess to you this is a difficulty 
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which we are apt to overrate The essentials of even elegant 
comfort are not difficult to procure It is only vanity that is 
insatiable m consuming To my taste cleanliness and oidei 
are fai beyond gilding and giandeur, which without them are 
an abomination , and for displays, for festivals, and parties I 
believe you aie as indisposed as myself What is the use of 
this same vanity ? Where is the good of being its slaves ? 
If thou and I love one anothei, if we discharge our duties 
faithfully and steadfastly, one labourmg with honest, manful 
zeal to piovide, the other with noble wife-hke prudence m 
dispensing, have we not done all we can ? Aie we not 
acquitted at the bar of oui own conscience ? And what is 
it to us whethei this 01 that Squne or Bailie be richer or 
poorer than we ? 

Two laws I have laid down to myself — that I must and 
will lecover health, without which to think or even to live is 
burdensome 01 unpiofi table , and that I will not degenerate 
into the wretched thing which calls itself an author m our 
capitals, and scubbles for the sake of lucie m the periodicals 
of the day Thank Heaven, theie are othei means of living 
If theie weie not, I for one should beg to be excused 
On the whole I begin to entertain a ceitam degiee of con- 
tempt for the destiny which has so long persecuted me I 
will be a man in spite of it Yet it lies with you whether I 
shall be a right man, or only a haid and bitter Stoic What 
say you ? Decide for yourself and me Consent if you dare 
trust me, and let us hve and die together Yet feai not to 
deny me if your judgment so determine It will be a shaip 
pang that tears away from me for ever the hope which now 
for years has been the solace of my existence , but bettei to 
endure ^lt and all its consequences than to witness and to 
cause the forfeit of your happiness At times, I confess, 
when I hear you speak of youi gay cousins, and contrast 
with their bnlliant equipments my own simple extenor 
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and scanty prospects, and tumble, but to me most dear and 
honourable-minded kinsmen, whom I weie the venest dog if 
I ceased to love and venerate and eheiish for their true 
affection and the rugged sterling worth of their character — 
when I think of all this I could almost counsel you to cast me 
utterly away, and to connect yourself with one whose friends 
and station aie more analogous to your own But anon m 
some moment of self-love, I say pioudly there is a spmt in 
me which is worthy of this maiden, which shall be woithy of 
her I will teach her, I will guide hei, I will make hei 
happy Together we will shaie the joys and sonows of 
existence 

Speak, then . . Think well of me, of youiself, of oui 
circumstances, and determine — Daie you trust me, daie you 
trust your fate with me, as I trust mine with you ? Judge if 
I wait youi answer with impatience I know you will not 
keep me waiting Of couise it will be necessary to explam 
all t hin gs to your mother, and take her serious advice 
respecting them For youi other friends, it is not worth 
while consulting one of them I know not that theie is one 
among them that would give you as dismteiested advice as 
even I, judging 111 my own cause May God bless you and 
direct you Decide as you will 


Miss Welsh, after having lost Irving, had consented 
to be Carlyle’s wife as soon as he was m a fair position 
to marry, m the conviction that she was connecting 
herself with a man who was destined to become 
brilliantly distinguished, whom she honoured for his 
character and admired foi his gifts, m whose society 
and m whose triumphs she would find a compensation 
for the disappointment of her earlier hopes She was 
asked m this letter to be the mistress of a mooiland 
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farming establishment Had she felt towards Carlyle 
as she had felt towards his friend, she would perhaps 
have encountered cheerfully any lot which was to be 
shared with the object of a passionate affection But 
the indispensable feeling was absent She was invited 
to relinquish her station m society, and resign comforts 
which habit had made necessary to her, and she was 
apparently to sacrifice at the same time the very 
expectations which had brought her to regard a 
marriage with Carlyle as a possibility She knew 
better than he what was really implied m the situation 
which he offered her She knew that if farming on a 
Scotch moor was to be a successful enterprise, it would 
not be by morning rides, metaphorical vituperation of 
‘ lazy hinds/ and forenoons and evenings given up to 
poetry and philosophy Both he and she would have 
to work with all their might, and with their own hands, 
with all their time and all their energy, to the extinc- 
tion of every higher ambition Carlyle himself also 
she knew to be entirely unfit for any such occupation 
The privations of it might be nothing to him, for he 
was used to them at home, but he would have to cease 
to be himself before he could submit patiently to a life 
of mechanical drudgery She told him the truth with 
the merciless precision which on certain occasions dis- 
tinguished her* 


To Thomas Cariyle . 


Haddington January 18, 1825 

I little thought that my joke about your farming Craigen 
puttock was to be made the basis of such a serious and 
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extraordinary project If you had seen the state of per- 
plexity which your letter has thrown me into, you would 
have practised any self-denial rather than have wiitten it 
But there is no use m talking of what is done Oosa fatta 
ha capo The thing to be considered now is what to do 
You have sometimes asked me did I ever think ? Foi 
once m my life at least I have thought myself into a vertigo, 
and without coming to any positive conclusion However, 
my mind, such as it is, on the matter you have thus precipi- 
tately foiced on my consideiation I will explain to you 
frankly and explicitly, as the happmess of us both requires 
I love you, and I should be the most ungrateful and injudi- 
cious of mortals if I did not But I am not m love with you , 
that is to say, my love for you is not a passion which over- 
clouds my judgment and absorbs all my regaids foi myself 
and others It is a simple, honest, serene affection, made 
up of admiration and sympathy, and better peihaps to found 
domestic enjoyment on than any other In shoit, it is a love 
which influences, does not make , the destiny of a life 
Such temperate sentiments lend no false colouring, no 
1 rosy light 1 to your project I see it such as it is, with all 
the aiguments foi and against it I see that my consent 
undei existing eucumstances would mdeed secure to me the 
only fellowship and support I have found m the world, and 
perhaps, too, shed some sunshine of joy on your existence, 
which has hitherto been sullen and cheeiless , but, on the 
other hand, that it would involve you and myself in number- 
less cares and difficulties, and expose me to petty tribu- 
lations which I want fortitude to despise, and which, not 
despised, would embitter the peace of us both I do not 
wish for fortune more than is sufficient for my wants— my 
natuial wants, and the artificial ones which habit Has ren- 
dered nearly as importunate as the others But I will not 
many to live on less , because in that case, every mconve- 
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menee I was subjected to would lemind me of what I had 
quitted, and the idea of a sacrifice should have no place in a 
voluntary union Neither have I any wish foi giandeur , 
the glittering baits of titles and honours aie only for childien 
and fools But I conceive it a duty which everyone owes to 
society, not to thiow up that station in it which Providence 
has assigned him, and, having this conviction, I could not 
mairy into a station infeiioi to my own with the appioval of 
my judgment, which alone could enable me to brave the 
censuies of my acquaintance 

And now let me ask you, have you any certain livelihood 
to maintain me m the manner I have been used to live in ? 
any fixed place m the rank of society I have been bom 
and bred m ? No You have projects for attaining both, 
capabilities for attammg both, and much more But as yet 
you have not attained them Use the noble gifts which God 
has given you You have prudence — though, by the way, 
this last proceeding is no gieat pioof of it Devise then how 
you may gam yourself a moderate but settled income Think 
of some moie promising plan than fanning the most banen 
spot in the county of Dumfnesshire What a thing that would 
be to be suie 1 You and I keepmg house at Ciaigenputtock ! 
I would as soon think of building myself a nest on the Bass 
rock Nothing but your ignoiance of the spot saves you 
fiom the imputation of insanity foi admitting such a thought 
Depend upon it you could not exist theie a twelvemonth 
For my part I could not spend a month at it with an angel 
T h i nk of something else then Apply your mdustiy to carry 
it mto effect , your talents, to gild over the inequality of our 
births — and then we will talk of manymg If all this were 
realised, J think I should have good sense enough to abate 
something of my romantic ideal, and to content myself with 
stopping short on this side idolatry At all events I will 
marry no one else This is all the promise I can 01 will 
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make A positive engagement to marry a certain person at 
a certain time, at all haps and hazards, I have always con- 
sidered the most ndiculons thing on earth It is either 
altogether useless or altogethei miserable If the parties 
continue faithfully attached to each other, it is a meie cere- 
mony If otherwise, it becomes a fetter, nvetting them to 
wretchedness, and only to be bioken with disgiace 
Such is the result of my deliberations on this very 
serious subject You may approve of it or not, but you 
cannot either persuade me or convince me out of it My 
decisions, when I do decide, are unalterable as the laws of 
the Medes and Persians Wnte instantly, and tell me that 
you are content to leave the event to time and destmy, 
and in the meanwhile to contmue my fuend and guardian, 
which you have so long faithfully been, and nothing more 
It would be moie agreeable to etiquette, and perhaps also 
to prudence, that I should adopt no middle course in an 
affair such as this , that I should not for another mstant 
encourage an affection which I may never lewaid, and a hope 
I may nevei fulfil, but cast youi heart away from me at once, 
since I cannot embrace the resolution which would give me 
a nght to it for ever This I would assuiedly do if you were 
like the generality of lovers, or if it were still m my power 
to be happy independent of your affection But, as it is, 
neither etiquette nor prudence can obtain this of me If 
theie is any change to be made m the terms on which 
we have so long lived with one another, it must be made by 
you, not by me 


An ordinary person who had ventured to make such 
a proposal as Miss Welsh had declined, would have been 
supremely foolish if he had supposed that it could be 
acceded to; or supremely selfish if he had possessed 
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sufficient influence with the lady whom he was address- 
ing to induce her to listen to it But Carlyle was 
m every way peculiar Selfish he was, if it be selfish- 
ness to be ready to sacrifice every person dependent on 
him, as completely as he sacrificed himself, to the aims 
to which he had resolved to devote his life and talents 
But these objects were of so rare a nature, that the 
person capable of pursuing and attaining them must 
be judged by a standard of his own His rejoinder to 
this letter throws a light into the inmost constitution 
of his character. He thanked Miss Welsh for her 
candour , he was not offended at her resoluteness , but 
also, he said, he must himself be resolute She showed 
that she did not understand him He was simply con- 
scious that he possessed powers for the use of which he 
was responsible, and he could not afford to allow those 
powers to run to waste any longer. 

To Miss Welsh . 

Pentonville Jan 20, 1825 

It were easy for me to plant myself upon the pinnacle of 
my own pool selfishness, and uttei a number of thin g s pro- 
ceeding from a very vulgai sort of pride It were easy also 
to pour out over the affair a copious effusion of sentimental 
cant But to expiess m simplicity the convictions of a man 
wishing at least with his whole heart to act as becomes him, 
is not easy Grant me a patient healing, for I have things 
to say that requue earnest consideration from us both 

In t^efiist place, however, I must thank you heartily for 
your candour Your letter bears undoubted evidence within 
itself of being a faithful copy of your feelings at the moment 
it was written , and this to me is an essential point Your 
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resoluteness does not offend me , on the contrary I applaud 
it Woe to us both if we cannot be resolute The miserable 
man is he who halts between two opinions, who would and 
would not , who longs foi the merchandise and will not part 
with the pnce He who has dared to look his destmy, how- 
ever frightful, stedfastly m the face, to measure his strength 
with its difficulties, and once for all to give up what he can- 
not leach, has already ceased to be miserable 
Your lettei is dictated by good sense and sincerity , but 
it shows me that you have only an impel feet view of my 
present purposes and situation , there aie several mistakes 
m it, expressed or implied It is a mistake to suppose that 
want of self-denial had any material share m causing this 
proposal I hope that I should at all times rather suffer 
pam myself than transfer it to you , but here was a veiy 
diffeient case Foi these many months the voice of eveiy 
peisuasion m my conscience has been thundering to me as 
with the Trump of the Archangel Man ! thou art going to 
destruction Thy nights and days aie spent in torment , 
thy heart is wasting into entire bitterness Thou art making 
less of life than the dog that sleeps upon thy hearth Up, 
hapless mortal * Up and re-build thy destmy if thou canst 1 
Up in the name of God, that God who sent thee hither for 
other purposes than to wandei to and fro, bearing the fire of 
hell m an ungmlty bosom, to suffei in vain silence, and to 
die without ever having lived J Now, m exploring the 
chaotic structure of my fortunes, I find my affection for you 
mtertwined with every part of it , connected with whatever 
is holiest m my feelings or most imperative m my duties 
It is necessary foi me to understand completely how this 
matter stands , to investigate my own wishes and powers in 
regard to it , to know of you both what you will do and what 
you will not do These things once clearly settled, our hue 
of conduct will be clear also It was m such a spint that I 
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made this proposal , not, as you suppose, grounded on a 
casual jest of yours, or taken up in a moment of insane 
selfishness , but deliberated with such knowledge as I had 
of it for months, and calmly decided on, as with all its 
stiangeness absolutely the best for both of us Theie was 
nothing m it of the love and cottage theory, which none but 
very young novel wnteis now employ their thoughts about 
Had you accepted it, I should not by any means have thought 
the battle won I should have hailed your assent, and the 
disposition of mind it bespoke, with a deep but senous joy , 
with a solemn hope as indicating the distinct possibility that 
two true hearts might be united and made happy thiough 
each other , might by them joint unwearied efforts be trans- 
planted from the barren wilderness, where both seemed out 
of place, into scenes of pure and wholesome activity, such as 
nature fitted both of them to enjoy and adorn You have 
rejected it, I think wisely , with your actual purposes and 
views we should both have been doubly wretched had you 
acted otherwise Youi love of me is completely under the 
control of judgment and suboidmated to other principles of 
duty or expediency Youi happiness is not by any means 
inetnevably connected with mine, Believe me, I am not 
hurt or angry I meiely wished to know It was only in 
bnef moments of enthusiasm that I ever looked for a diffeient 
result My plan was no wise one if it did not include the 
chance of your denial as well as that of your assent 
The maxims you pioceed by aie those of common and 
acknowledged prudence , and I do not say that it is not wise 
m you to walk exclusively by them But foi me, my case is 
peculiar , and unless I adopt other than common maxims, I 
look upon my rum as aheady suie In fact I cannot but 
peiceive that the stations fiom which we have looked at life, 
and formed our schemes of it, are in your case and mine 
essentially different You have a right to anticipate excite- 
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ment and enjoyment The highest blessing I anticipate is 
peace You are bound to pay deference to the cuticisms of 
others, and expect their appiobation, I, to pay compara- 
tively little defeience to their criticisms, and to oveilook 
their contempt This is not strange , but it accounts for the 
wide discrepancy in our principles and intentions and demands 
the senous study of us both 

In your opinion about saciifices,/eK to be such , I entirely 
agree , but at the same time need I remind your warm and 
generous heart that the love which will not make sacrifices to 
its object is no propel love ? Grounded m admiration and 
the feeling of enjoyment, it is a fit love for a pictuie or a 
statue or a poem , but for a living soul it is not fit Alas ! 
without deep saciifices on both sides, the possibility of our 
union is an empty dream It lemains foi us both to deter 
mine what extent of sacrifices it is worth To me, I confess 
the union with such a spirit as yours might be, is worth all 
pnce but the sacrifice of those very principles which would 
enable me to deserve and enjoy it 

Then why not make an effort, attain rank and wealth, and 
confidently ask what is 01 might be so precious to me ? 
Now, my best fnend, are you suie that you have ever formed 
to yourself a true picture of me and my cncumstances , of a 
man who has spent seven long years in incessant torture, 
till his heart and head aie alike daikened and blasted, and 
who sees no outlet from this state but m a total alteration of 
the purposes and exertions which bi ought it on I must not 
and cannot continue this sort of life , my patience with it is 
utterly gone It were bettei foi me on the soberest calcula- 
tion to be dead than to continue it much longer Even of 
my existing capabilities I can make no regular or ^proper use 
till it is altered These capabilities, I have long seen with 
regret, are painted m your kind fancy under far too favour- 
able colours I am not without a certain consciousness of 
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the gifts that are m me , but I should mistake their nature 
widely , if I calculated they would ever guide me to wealth 
and preferment or even certainly to literary fame As yet 
the best of them is very immature , and even if they should 
come forth in full strength, it must be to other and higher 
ends that they are directed How then ? Would I invite a 
geneious spint out of affluence and respectability to share 
with me obscurity and poverty ? Not so In a few months 
I might be leahsmg fiom literature and other kindred 
exertions the means of keeping poverty at a safe distance 
The elements of real comfoit, which m your vocabulary and 
mine, I think, has much the same meaning, might be at my 
disposal , and farther than this I should think it injudicious 
to expect that external circumstances could materially assist 
me m the conduct of life The rest must depend upon my- 
self and the regulation of my own affections and habits 

Now this is what I would do were it m my power I 
would ask a generous spmt, one whose happiness depended 
on seeing me happy, and whose tempei and purposes were 
of kindled to my own — I would ask such a noble being to 
let us unite our lesources — not her wealth and lank merely, 
for these were a small and unessential fraction of the prayer, 
but her judgment, hei patience, prudence, her true affection, 
to mine , and let us tiy if by neglecting what was not im- 
portant, and striving with faithful and inseparable hearts 
after what was, we could not rise above the miseiable 
obstructions that beset us both into regions of serene dignity, 
living as became us in the sight of God, and all reasonable 
men, happiei than millions of our brethren, and each ac- 
knowledging with feivent giatitude that to the other he and 
she owQd* all You aie such a generous spirit But your 
purposes and feelings aie not such Perhaps it is happier 
for you that they are not 

This, then, is an outline intended to be true of my un- 
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happy fortunes and strange principles of action Both, I 
fear, are equally repulsive to you, yet the former was meant 
for a faithful picture of what destiny has done to me, and 
the latter are positively the best arms which my resources 
offei me to war with her I have thought of these things 
till my brain was like to crack I do not pretend that my 
conclusions are indubitable, I am still open to better light 
But this at present is the best I have Do you also think of 
all this ? not m any spirit of anger, but in the spirit of love 
and noblemmdedness which you have always shown me If 
we must part, let us part in tenderness and go forth upon 
our seveial paths lost to the future, but in possession of the 
past 

T Oaelyle 

The functions of a biographer are, like the functions 
of a Greek chorus, occasionally at the important moments 
to throw in some moral remarks which seem to fit the 
situation The chorus after such a letter would remark, 
perhaps, on the subtle forms of self-deception to which 
the human heart is liable, on the momentous nature of 
marriage, and how men and women plunge heedlessly 
into the net, thinking only of the satisfaction of their 
own immediate wishes • . Self-sacrifice it might say 
was a noble thing But a sacrifice which one person 
might properly make, the other might have no reason- 
able right to ask or to allow It would conclude, how- 
ever, that the issues of human acts are m the hands of 
the gods, and would hope for the best m fear and 
trembling Carlyle spoke of self-denial The self-denial 
which he was prepared to make was the devotion of his 
whole life to the pursuit and setting forth of spiritual 
truth, throwing aside every meaner ambition But 
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apostles m St Paul’s opinion were better unwedded. 
The cause to which they give themselves leaves them 
little leisure to care for the things of their wives. To 
his mother Carlyle was so loving, 

That he might not beteem the winds of heaven 
Yisit her face too roughly 

This was love indeed — love that is lost m its object, 
and thinks first and only how to guard and foster it 
His wife he would expect to rise to his own level of 
disinterested self-surrender, and be content and happy 
m assisting him m the development of his own destiny 
And this was selfishness — selfishness of a rare and 
elevated kind, but selfishness still ; and it followed him 
throughout his married life He awoke only to the con- 
sciousness of what he had been, when the knowledge 
could bring no more than unavailing remorse He ad- 
mired Miss Welsh , he loved her m a certain sense , but, 
like her, he was not m love In a note-book written long 
after I find the following curious entiy m hei hand 

What the greatest philosopher of our day execiates 
loudest m Thackeray’s new novel — finds indeed ‘ altogethei 
false and damnable m it’ — is that love is represented as 
spreading itself over our whole existence, and constituting 
the one grand inteiest of it , whereas love — the thing people 
call love — is confined to a veiy few yeais of man’s life , to, m 
fact, a quite insignificant fraction of it, and even then is but 
one thing to be attended to among many infinitely moie 
impoitant things Indeed, so far as he (Mi 0 ) has seen 
into it, tfie whole concern of love is such a beggarly futility, 
that m an heroic age of the woild nobody would be at the 
pains of think of it, much less to open his mouth upon it 
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A person who had known by experience the thing 
called love 5 would scarcely have addressed such a 
vehemently unfavourable opinion of its nature to the 
woman who had been the object of his affection He 
admired Miss Welsh Her mind and temper suited him. 
He had allowed her image to intertwine itself with all 
his thoughts and emotions , but with love his feeling 
for her had nothing m common but the name. There 
is not a hint anywhere that he had contemplated as a 
remote possibility the usual consequence of a marriage — 
a family of children He thought of a wife as a com- 
panion to himself who would make life easier and 
brighter to him But this was all, and the images m 
which he dressed out the workings of his mind served 
only to hide their real character from himself 

Miss Welsh’s explanation of the limits of her regard 
had made so little impression that she found it neces- 
sary to be still more candid. 

You assure me (she rephed m answer to this long letter) 
that you are not hurt or angry Does this imply that there 
is some room for your being hurt or angry — that I have done 
or said what might have angered another less generous than 
you? I think so Now room foi disappointment there 
may be, but surely there is none foi mortification 01 offence 
I have refused my immediate assent to youi wishes because 
our mutual happiness seemed to requne that I should refuse 
it But for the lest I have not shghted youi wishes , on the 
contrary, I have expiessed my willingness to fulfil them at 
the expense of everything but what I deem essential to our 
happiness , and, so far from undei valuing you, I have shown 
you, in declaring that I would many no one else, not only 
that I esteem you above all the men I ha\e evei seen, but 
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also that I am persuaded I should esteem you above all the 
men I may ever see What, then, have you to be hurt or 
angry at ? 

The maxims I proceed by (you tell me) are those of 
common and acknowledged prudence , and you do not say it 
is unwise m me to walk by them exclusively The maxims 
I proceed by are the convictions of my own judgment , and 
being so it would be unwise in me not to proceed by them 
whether they are right or wrong Yet I am prudent, I fear, 
only because I am not stiongly tempted to be otherwise 
My heait is capable (I feel it is) of a love to which no 
deprivation would be a sacrifice — a love which would over- 
leap that reveience for opinion with which education and 
weakness have begirt my sex, would bear down all the 
restraints which duty and expediency might throw in the way, 
and carry every thought of my being impetuously along with 
it But the all-perfect mortal who could inspire me with a 
love so extravagant is nowheie to be found , exists nowheie 
but m the romance of my own imagination Perhaps it is 
better for me as it is A passion like the torrent m the 
violence of its course might perhaps too, like the torrent, 
leave rum and desolation behind In the meantime I should 
be mad to act as if from the influence of such a passion while 
my affections are m a state of perfect tranquillity I have 
already explamed to you the nature of my love for you, that 
it is deep and calm, more like the quiet liver which refreshes 
and beautifies where it flows, than the torrent which beais 
down and destroys yet it is materially different from what 
one feels for a statue or a picture 

* Then why not attain wealth and lank ? ’ you say , and it 
is you who have said it, not I "Wealth and rank, to be sure, 
have different meanings, according to the views of diffeient 
people , and what is bare sufficiency and respectability m the 
vocabulary of a young lady may be called wealth and rank m 
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that of a philosopher But it certainly was not wealth or 
rank accoidmg to my views which I required you to attain 
I merely wish to see you earning a certain livelihood, and 
exercising the profession of a gentleman For the rest, it is a 
mattei of gieat indifference to me whether you have hundreds 
or thousands a year , whether you are a ‘ Mr ’ or a 4 Duke ’ 
To me it seems that my wishes m this respect are far fiom 
unreasonable, even when your peculiar maxims and situation 
are taken into account 

Nor was it wholly with a view to improvement m your 
external circumstances that I have made their fulfilment a 
condition to oui union, but also with a view to some lmpiove- 
ment in my sentiments towards you which might be brought 
about in the meantime In withholding this matter in my 
former letter I was guilty of a false and ill-timed reserve 
My tenderness for youi feelings betrayed me mto an 
insincerity which is not natural to me I thought that the 
most decided objection to your circumstances would pain you 
less than the least objection to yourself While, in truth, it 
is m some measure grounded on both I must he smcere, I 
find at whatever cost 

As I have said, then, m requiring you to better your 
fortune, I had some view to an impiovement in my senti- 
ments I am not suie that they are proper sentiments for a 
husband They are piopei for a brothei, a father, a guaidian 
spirit , but a husband, it seems to me, should be dealer still 
At the same time, from the change which my sentiments 
towards you have alieady undeigone duung the period of oui 
acquaintance, I have little doubt but that m time I shall be 
perfectly satisfied with them One loves you, as Madame de 
Stael said, m proportion to the ideas and sentiments which 
are in oneself According as my mind enlarges,* and my 
heart improves, I become capable of compiehending the 
goodness and greatness which are m you, and my affection 
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for you increases Not many months ago I would have said 
it was impossible that I should ever be your wife At piesent 
I oonsidei this the most probable destiny for me, and in a 
year or two perhaps I shall consider it the only one Die 
Z&it ist noth mcht da r 

From what I have said it is plain (to me at least) what 
ought to be the line of our future conduct Do you what 
you can to better your external cncumstances , always, how- 
ever, subordinate^ to youi own principles, which I do not 
ask you to give up , which I should despise you foi giving up 
whether I approved them or no — while I, on the other hand 
do what I can, subordinate^ to nothing, to better myself , 
which I am peisuaded is the suiest way of bringing my 
wishes to accord with yours , and let us leave the rest to fate 

Miss Welsh had been perfectly open , and had she 
ended there, Carlyle — if persons m such situations were 
ever as wise as they ought to be — would have seen 
from this frank expression of her feelings that a 
marriage with himself was not likely to be a happy 
one for her. He had already dimly perceived that 
the essential condition was absent She did not love 
him as she felt that she could love As little, how- 
ever, could she make up her mind to give him up or 
consent that, as he had said, ( they should go forth their 
several ways 5 She refused to believe that he could 
mean it * How could I , 5 she said, * part from the only 
living soul that understands me 9 I would marry you 
to-morrow rathei , our parting would need to be 
brought about by death or some dispensation of Provi- 
dence. " Were you to will it, to part would no longer be 
bitter The bitterness would be m thinking you 
unworthy * 
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The serious tone changed, the mockery at the 
Craigenputtock farm project came back, with the 
strong sense playing merrily beneath it. 

Will you be done with this wild scheme of yours ? I tell 
you it will not answer, and you must play Cmcmnatus some- 
where else With all your tolerance of places you would not 
find at Craigenputtock the requisites you lequire The light 
of heaven to be sure is not denied it , but for green grass ! 
Beside a few cattle fields theie is nothing except a waste 
prospect of heather and black peat moss Prune and delve 
will you ? In the first place there is nothmg to prune and 
for delving, I set too high a value on youi life to let you 
engage in so perilous an enterprise Were you to attempt 
such a thing theie are twenty chances to one that you would 
be swallowed up m the moss, spade and all In short, I 
piesume, whatevei may be your farming talents, you are not 
an accomplished cattle-diover, and nobody but a person of 
this sort could make the rent of the place out of it Weie 
you to engage in the concern, we should all be ruined 
together 

Part with Carlyle, however, she would not, unless he 
himself wished it. 

I know not (she says in a folio wmg letter) how your spirit 
has gamed such a mastery over mine, m spite of my pude 
and stubbornness But so it is Though self-willed as a 
mule with others, I am tractable and submissive towards you 
I heaiken to your voice as to the dictates of a second con- 
science hardly less awful to me than that which nature has 
implanted in my breast How comes it then that you have 
this power over me ? for it is not the effect of your genius 
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and virtue merely Sometimes in my senous moods I believe 
it is a charm with which my good angel has fortified my 
heart against evil 

Thus matters dufted on to their consummation 
The stem and powerful sense of duty m these two 
remarkable persons held them tme through a long and 
trying life together to the course of elevated action 
which they had both set before themselves He never 
swerved from the high aims to which he had resolved 
to devote himself. She, by never failing toil and 
watchfulness, alone made it possible for him to accom- 
plish the work which he achieved But we reap as 
we have sown Those who seek for something more 
than happiness in this world must not complain if 
happiness is not their portion She had the companion- 
ship of an extraordinary man Her character was 
braced by the contact with him, and through the 
incessant self-denial which the determination that he 
should do his very best inevitably exacted of her But 
she was not happy Long years after, m the late 
evemng of her laborious life, she said, f I married for 
ambition Carlyle has exceeded all that my wildest 
hopes ever imagined of him — and I am miserable.’ 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

AD 1825 JET 29 

By the beginning of January the c Life of Schiller 9 was 
finished Carlyle lingered m London for a few weeks 
longer The London publishers had their eye on him, 
and made him various offers for fresh translations from 
the German, for a life of Voltaire, for other literary 
biographies For each or all of these they were ready 
to give him, as they said, fair terms He postponed 
his decision till these terms could be agreed on Mean- 
while he was as usual moody and discontented , m a 
hurry to be gone from London, and its ‘ men of letters/ 
whom he liked less and less 

To John Carlyle 

London January 22, 1825 

With regard to my own movements after the conclusion of 
this most small of literary labours, there is yet nothing fixed 
determinately That I shall letum to Scotland pretty soon is, 
I think, the only point entnely decided Here is nothing 
adequate to induce my continuance The people are stupid 
and noisy, and I hve at the easy rate of five and forty 
shillings per week ! I say the people are stupid not alto- 
gether unadvisedly In point either of intellectual and moial 
culture they are some degrees below even the inhabitants of 
the ‘modem Athens 9 .1 have met no man of true head and 
heart among them Colendge is a mass of richest spices 
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putrefied into a dunghill I never hear him tawlk without 
feeling ready to worship him, and toss him m a blanket 
Thomas Campbell is an Edinburgh ‘small,* made still 
smaller by growth m a foieign soil Irving is enveloped 
with delusions and difficulties, wending somewhat down hill, 
to what depths I know not , and scarcely ever to be seen 
without a host of the most stolid of all his Majesty’s Christian 
people sitting round him I wonder often that he does not 
buy himself a tar-barrel, and fairly hght it undei the Hatton 
Garden pulpit, and thus once for all ex fumo giving lucem, 
bid adieu to the gross tram-oil concern altogether The 

poor little I often feel that were I as one of these 

people, sitting in a whole body by the cheek of my own wife, 
my feet upon my own hearth, I should feel distressed at 
seeing myself so very poor m spirit Literary men ! The 
Devil m his own good time take all such hteiary men One 
sterling fellow like Schiller, or even old Johnson, would take 
half a dozen such creatures by the nape of the neck, between 
his finger and thumb, and carry them forth to the nearest 
common sink Save Allan Cunningham, an honest Hithsdale 
peasant, there is not one man among them In short, it 
does not seem worth while to spend five and forty shillings 
weekly for the privilege of being neai such pen-men 


To live m London and become enrolled m the un- 
illustnous fellowship, Carlyle felt to be once for all 
impossible. But what was to be the alternative 9 Miss 
Welsh had condemned the farming project; but the 
opinion at Mamhillwas not so unfavourable If a good 
farm could be found, his brother Alexander was ready to 
undertake to set it going His mother or a sister would 
manage the house and dairy To his father, who was 
experienced in such matters, that "Tom should take to 
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them as he had done appeared neither wild nor un- 
feasible He might, indeed, go back to Edinburgh and 
take pupils again Mr Buller was prepared to send 
his son Arthur to him, and go on with the 200 1 a-year 
One of the Stracheys might come, and there were hopes 
of others , but Carlyle hated the drudgery of teaching, 
and was longing for fresh air and freedom. 

He had sent fi Schiller 9 to his mother. 


The point next to be considered (he wrote to her) is what 
shall be done with the author of this mighty woik ? He is 
a deserving youth, with a clear conscience, but a bad bad 
stomach What shall be done with him ? After much con- 
sideration, I had resolved m the first instance to come home 
Irving wants a week of talk with me before I go By the 
time that is done I shall have settled my affairs here, taken 
leave of the good people, and be about ready to take flight 
I am not coming by sea, so take no thought of it My last 
voyage satisfied me with sailing , with legard to my sub- 
sequent proceedings there must be some consideration, hut 
not an hour of loitering I have set out before my mind 
distinctly what I want and this, as G-oethe says, is half the 
game I will recover my health , though all the books in the 
umveise should go to smoke in the piocess I will be a 
whole man , no longer a piping, pining wietch, though I 
should knap stones by the wayside for a living I had some 
thoughts of setting up house at Edinburgh, and taking two 
or three pupils whose education I might superintend at 
college But I already peiceive this pioject will not suit my 
chief purpose , I recui to the old plan of farming and hvrng 
m the country This I really think might be made to do 
What might hinder i^lick and me to take a farm and move 
to it with you and some othei of the younkers, f umishmg up 
vol x. 20 



3o6 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE 


an apartment m the house for my writing opeiatidns, and 
going on m oui several vocations with all imaginable energy ? 
You must take counsel with the whole senate on this mattei 

I must have a house of my own (a bit haddin o’ my am ), 

where I can enjoy quiet and free an, and have liberty to do 
as I list , and I see no scheme so likely in the actual state of 
matters as this Tell Alick to look about him on all sides 
for such a thing , a farm with a comfortable house to live m, 
and at a rent which we can fiont I shall have 2002 m my 
pocket when I letum, notwithstanding the horrible ex- 
pensiveness of this place, and that, with what we have 
already, ought to put us on some sort of footing Were we 
once begun I could write at a modeiate rate without in- 
juring myself, and make a handsome enough thing of it 
within the year And for my health, with nding, gardening, 
and so forth, it would to a certainty improve Could I live 
without taking dings for thiee months, I should even now be 
perfectly well But dienchmg oneself with castor oil and 
other abominations, how can one be otherwise than weak and 
feckless P I must and will come out of this despicable state , 
nor on the whole have I any gieat doubts about succeeding 
Often of late I have even begun to look upon my long dismal 
seven years of pain as a soit of blessing m disguise It has 
kept me clear of many temptations to degrade myself , and 
really when I look back on my foimer state of mind, I 
scarcely see how, except by sickness or some most gimding 
calamity, I could have been delivered out of it into the state 
proper for a man in this world Truly, as you say, the ways 
of that Being who guides our destiny are wonderful, and past 
finding out Let us trust that for all of us this will prove 
the best v . 

The start of Schiller m the trade was less favourable 
than had been looked for and the offers from the 
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booksellers for future work, when they came to be 
specified, were not satisfactory Carlyle m consequence 
formed an ill opinion of these poor gentlemen. 

The booksellers of the universe (he said) aie bipeds of 
an erect form and speak articulately , therefore they deseive 
the name of men, and fiom me at least shall always get it 
But for the rest, their thoughts aie redolent of ‘solid 
pudding * They are as the pack-horses of literature , which 
the author should direct with a halter and a goad, and 
remunerate with clover and spht beans Woe to him if the 
process is reversed , if he, with a noose about his neck, is 
tied to their unsightly tail, and made to plash and spiawl 
along with them through eveiy stank to which their love of 
provant leads them Better it were to be a downright hany 
cuddy, and crop thistles and gorse on any of the commons 
of this isle 

He was more successful in making an arrangement 
with the publishers of ‘ Wilhelm Meister 5 for further 
translations It was arranged that he should furnish 
them with selections from Goethe, Tieck, Hoffmann, 
Jean Paul, and several others, enough to form the con- 
siderable book, which appeared m the following year, 
as specimens of German romance With this work 
definitely m prospect, which he felt that he could 
execute with ease as a mechanical task, Carlyle left 
London at the beginning of March, and left it with dry 
eyes He regretted nothing m it but Irving, and 
Irving having taken now to interpretation of prophecy, 
and falling daily into yet wilder speculatitfns, was 
almost lost to him Their roads had long been diver- 
gent — Irvmg straying into the land of dream! Carlyle 
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into the hard region of unattractive truth, which as 
yet presented itself to him in its sternest form The 
distance was becoming too wide for intimacy, although 
their affection for each other, fed on recollections of 
what had been, never failed either of them Carlyle 
went down to Scotland, staying a day or two at Bir- 
mingham, and another at Manchester to see an old 
schoolfellow. When the coach brought him to Eccle- 
fechan he found waiting for him his little sister Jane, 
the poetess, who had been daily watching for his 
arrival. * Her bonny little blush,’ he wrote long after, 
‘ and radiancy of look when I let down the window and 
suddenly disclosed myself, are still present to me.’ 

His relation with his family was always beautiful. 
They had been busy for him m his absence, and had 
already secured what he was longing after. Two miles 
from Mamhill, on the brow of a hill, on the right as 
you look towards the Solway, stands an old ruined 
building with uncertain traditions attached to it, 
called the Tower of Eepentance Some singular story 
lies hidden m the name, but authentic lecord there is 
none The Tower only remains visible far away from 
the high slopes which rise above Ecclefechan Below 
the Tower is the farm-house of Hoddam Hill, with a 
few acres of tolerable land attached to it The pro- 
prietor, General Sharpe, was the landlord of whom the 
Carlyles held Mamhill It had been occupied by 
General Sharpe’s factory but the factor wishing to 
leave, they had taken it at the moderate rent of 100Z 
a year for c Tom,’ and Alick was already busy putting m 
the crops, and the mother and sifters preparing the 
house to receive him. They would have made a home 
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for him among themselves, and all from eldest to 
youngest would have done everything that affection 
could prompt to make him happy. But the nanow 
space, the early hours, the noises msepaiable from the 
active work of a busy household, above all, the neces- 
sity of accommodating himself to the habits of a large 
family, were among the evils which he reckoned that 
he must avoid He required a home of his own where 
he could be master of everything about him, and sit or 
move, sleep or rise, eat or fast, as he pleased, with no 
established order of things to interfere with him 
Thus Hoddam Hill was taken for him, and there he 
piepared to settle himself 

This morning (he wiote to Miss Welsh from Mamhill on 
March 28) they woke me with a tumult of loading carts 
with apparatus foi Hoddam, a farm of which I, or brother 
Alick foi me, am actually tenant Think of this and leve- 
rence my savoir faire I have been to see the place, and I 
like it well so far as I am interested m it Theie is a good 
house wheie I may establish myself m comfortable quarters 
The views fiom it are supeib Theie are hard smooth loads 
to gallop on towaids any pomt of the compass, and ample 
space to dig and prune undei the puie canopy of a wholesome 
sky The ancient Towel of Eepentance stands on a comei 
of the faim, a fit memonal foi lefiecting sinners My mother 
and two little sisters go with us at Whitsunday — we expect 
them to manage well Here, then, will I establish my home 
till I have conqueied the fiend that haiasses me, and after- 
wards my place of retreat till some moie suitable. one shall 
come within my leach. 


Miss Welsh had promised that as soon as he was 
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settled she would pay him and his mother a visit at 
Koddam, that she might become acquainted with her 
future relations, and see with her eyes the kind of 
home which he was inviting her to share with him 
His own imagination had made it into fairyland, 

I will show you (he wrote) Kirkconnell churchyard and 
Fair Helen’s grave I will take you to the top of Burnswaik 
and wander with you up and down the woods and lanes and 
moors Earth, sea, and air are open to us here as well as any- 
where The water of Milk 1 was flowing through its simple 
valley as early as the brook Siloa, and poor Repentance Hill is 
as old as Caucasus itself Theie is a majesty and mystery in 
nature, take her as you will The essence of all poetry 
comes breathing to a mind that feels from every province of 
her empire Is she not immovable, eternal and immense in 
Annandale as she is m Chamouni ? The chambers of the 
East are opened in eveiy land, and the sun comes forth to 
sow the earth with onent peail Night, the ancient mother, 
follows him with hei diadem of stars , and Arctuius and 
Onon call me into the Infinitudes of space as they called the 
Druid priest or the shepheid of Chaldea Blight creatures T 
how they gleam like spirits thiough the shadows of lnnumei- 
able ages from then thiones in the boundless depths of 
heaven. 


Who ever gazed upon them shining, 

And turned to earth without repining, 

Nor wished for wmgs to fly away 
To mix with their ethereal ray 

The calm grace and even loveliness of this passage goes 
further than all his arguments to justify Carlyle’s 

1 One of the smaU tributaries of the Annan 
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longing for a country home among his own people It 
was already telling on the inmost fibres of his nature, 
and soothing into sleep the unquiet spirits that tor- 
mented him 

I avoid as far as possible quoting passages from the 
‘Kemmiscences/ preferring the contemporary record of 
his letters which were written at the time , and because 
what is already there related does not need repeating 
But m this year, when he was living among his own 
people, the letters are wanting, and one brief extract 
summing up the effects and experiences of the life at 
Hoddam may here be permitted, 

Hoddam Hill was a neat compact little farm, rent 1002 , 
which my father had leased for me, on which was a prettyish 
little cottage for dwelling house , and from the wmdow such 
a view (fifty miles in ladius from beyond Tyndale to be- 
yond St Bees, Solway Firth and all the fells to Ingleborough 
inclusive) as Britain or the world could hardly have matched 
Here the ploughing, &c , was already m progress which I 
often rode across to see Here I established myself, 1 set up 
my books and bits of implements, and took to doing German 
romance as my daily work — ten pages daily my stmt, which 
I faithfully accomplish, barring some laie accidents Bi othei 
Ahck was my practical fanner , my ever kind and beloved 
mother with one of the little gnls was generally there 
Brother John too, oftenest, who had just taken his degiee — 
these with a little man and ditto maid were our establish- 
ment . • This year has a rustic dignity and beauty to me, 
and lies now bke a not ignoble russet-coated idyll in my 
memory , one of the quietest on the whole, and, peihaps, 


1 May 26, 1825 
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the most triumphantly important of my life I lived very 
silent, diligent, had long solitary rides on my wild lush hoise 
Larry, good foi the dietetic pait My meditatmgs, musings, 
and reflections were continual , my thoughts went wandei- 
mg or tiavelling through eternity, thiough time and space so 
far as pool I had scanned or known, and weie now to my 
infinite solacement coming back with tidings to me This 
year I found that I had conqueied all my scepticisms, 
agonising doubtmgs, fearful wrestlings with the foul, vile and 
soul-murdering mud-gods of my epoch , had escaped as fiom 
a worse than Tartaius, with all its Phlegethons and Stygian 
quagmnes, and was emeigmg fiee m spirit into the eternal 
blue of ethei, wheie, blessed be Heaven, I have, for the 
spnitual part, evei since lived, looking down upon the 
welteungs of my poor fellow cieatures in such multitudes 
and millions still stuck in that fatal element, and have had 
no concern whatevei in then Puseyisms, ntuaksms, meta- 
physical contioveisies and cobwebbenes, and no feehng of 
my own except honest silent pity foi the senous or lehgious 
part of them, and occasional indignation for the pool world’s 
sake at the fnvolous, seculai, and impious pait with then 
umveisal suffrages, their mggei emancipations, sluggaid and 
scoundiel protection societies, and unexampled piospenties 
foi the time being What my pious joy and giatitude then 
was, let the pious soul figure In a fine and ventable sense, 
I, poor, obscure, without outlook, almost without worldly 
hope had become independent of the world What was death 
itself from the world to what I come through ? I under- 
stood well what the old Christian people meant by conveision 
— by God’s infinite mercy to them I had m effect gained 
an immense victory, and for a number of years, in spite of 
nerves and chagrins, had a constant inward happiness that 
was quite royal and supreme, in which all temporal evil was 
transient and insignificant, and which essentially remains 
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with me stall, though far oftener eclipsed, and lying deeper 
down than then Once more, thank Heaven fox its highest 
gift I then felt, and still feel, endlessly mdebted to Goethe 
m the business He in his fashion, I peiceived, had tiavelled 
the steep rocky load before me — the first of the modems 
Bodily health itself seemed improving Bodily health was 
all I had really lost m the giand spiritual battle now gained , 
and that too I may have hoped would gradually letum 
altogethei — which it never did, and was far enough from 
domg Meanwhile my thoughts weie very peaceable, full of 
pity and humanity as they had never been before Nowhere 
can I recollect of myself such pious musmgs, communmgs 
silent and spontaneous with fact and natuie, as m those poor 
Annandale localities The sound of the knk-bell once 01 
twice on Sunday mornings (fiom Hoddam kirk, about a 
mile on the plains below me) was stiangely touching, like the 
depaitmg voice of eighteen hundied years 1 

The industry which Carlyle describes did not show 
itself immediately on his settlement at Hoddam The 
excitement of the winter months had left him ex- 
hausted, and for the first few weeks at least he was 
recovering himself m an idleness which showed itself 
in the improvement of his humour. In June he wrote 
to Miss Welsh — 

I am giadually and steadily gathering health, and foi my 
occupations they amount to zeio It is many a weary yeai 
since I have been so idle or so happy I read Richter and 
Jacobi , I nde and hoe cabbages, and, like Basil Montagu, 
am ‘ a lover of all quiet things ’ Sometimes something m 
the shape of conscience says to me, ‘ You will please to 


1 Reminiscences , vol 1 p 286 et seq 
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observe, Mr Tummas, that tune is flying fast away, and you 
are poor and ignoiant and unknown, and verging towards 
mne and twenty 1 What is to become of you in the long 
run, Mr Tummas ? Are you not partly of opinion that 
you are an ass ? The world is running past you You aie 
out of the battle altogether my pretty sir no promotion, 
knowledge, money, gloiy ! ’ To which I answer , 4 And what 
the devil is the matter ? What have knowledge, money, 
glory, done for me hitheito ? Time, you say, is flying Let 
it fly , twice as fast if it likes * I hope this humour will not 
be my final one It is rather a holy time — a pax Dei, which 
exhausted nature has conquered foi herself from all the fiends 
that assaulted and beset her As stiength returns, the 
battle will again commence , yet never I trust with such 
fateful eagerness as of old I see the arena of my life lying 
lound me desolate and quiet as the ashes of Mount JEtna 
Flowers and verdure will again spring over its surface But 
I know that fire is still beneath it, and that it, or I, have no 
foundation or endurance Oh human life ! Oh soul of 
rnanl But my paper is concluded 

Carlyle could not long be idle The weariness 
passed off He took up his translating work, and went 
on with it as he has related An accident meanwhile 
precipitated the relations between himself and Miss 
Welsh, which had seemed likely to be long protracted, 
and, after threatening to separate them for ever, threw 
them more completely one upon the other. 

When Irving first settled in London he had opened 
the secrets of his heart to a certain lady with whom he 
was very intimately acquainted He had told her of 


1 Thirty — he was bom December 4, 1795. 
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his love for his old pupil, and she had drawn from him 
that the love had been returned She had seen Irvmg 
sacrifice himself to . duty, and she had heard that his 
resolution had been sustained by the person to whom 
the surrender of their mutual hopes had been as bitter 
as to himself. The lady was romantic, and had become 
profoundly interested Flowing over with sympathy, 
she had herself commenced a correspondence with 
Haddington. To Carlyle she wrote occasionally, because 
she really admired him To Miss Welsh she introduced 
herself as one who was eager for her confidence, who 
was prepared to love her for the many excellences 
which she knew her to possess, and to administer balm 
to the wounds of her heart 

Miss Welsh did not respond very cordially to this 
effusive invitation It was not her habit to seek for 
sympathy from strangers ; but she replied m a letter 
which her new friend found extremely beautiful, and 
which stirred her interest still deeper. The lady 
imagined that her young correspondent was still pining 
m secret for her lost lover, and she was tempted to 
approach closer to the subject which had aroused her 
sympathies She thought it would be well slightly to 
disparage Irving She painted him as a person whose 
inconstancy did not deserve a prolonged and hopeless 
affection She too had sought to find m him the 
dearest of friends , but he had other interests and other 
ambitions, and any woman who concentrated her heart 
upon him would be disappointed in the return which 
she might meet with. 

The lady’s motive yas admirable. She thought that 
she could assist in reconciling Miss Welsh to her dis- 
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appointment. In perfect innocence she mote con- 
fidentially to Carlyle on the same subject She 
regarded him simply as the intimate friend both of 
Miss Welsh and Irving She assumed that he was 
acquainted with their secret history. She spoke of the 
affection which had existed between them as still 
unextmguished on either side For the sake of both 
of them she wished that something might be done to 
put an end to idle regrets and vam imaginings 
Nothing she thought could contribute more to dis- 
enchant Miss Welsh than a visit to herself m London, 
where she could see Irving as he was m his present 
surroundings 1 

Miss Welsh had for two years never mentioned 
Irving to Carlyle except bitterly and contemptuously , 
so bitterly indeed that he had often been obliged to 
remonstrate Had he been less singleminded, a tone 
so marked and acid might have roused his suspicions 
But that Irving and she had been more than friends, 
if he had ever heard a hint of it, had passed out of 
his mind Even the lady’s letter failed to startle him 
He mentioned merely, when he next wrote to hei, that 
the writer laboured under some strange delusion about 
her secret history, and had told him m a letter full of 
eloquence that her heart was with Irving m London 

Miss Welsh felt that she must at least satisfy her 
ecstatic acquaintance that she was not pining for 

1 No part of this language is the lady’s own The substance of her 
letters was repeated m the correspondence which followed between 
Carlyle altd Miss Welsh I have alluded to the subject only because 
Mrs Carlyle said afterwards that but for the unconscious action of a 
comparative stranger her engagement with Carlyle would probably 
never have been carried out 
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another woman’s husband She was even more explicit 
She had made up her mmd to marry Carlyle She told 
her intrusive correspondent so m plain words, desinng 
her only to keep her secret The lady was thunder- 
struck In ordinary life she was high-flown, and by 
those who did not know her might have been thought 
affected and unreal , but on occasions really serious she 
could feel and write like a wise woman. She knew 
that Miss Welsh could not love Carlyle The motive 
could only be a generous hope of making life dearer, 
and want of health more endurable, to an honest and 
excellent man, while she might be seeking blindly to 
fill a void which was aching m her own heart She 
required Miss Welsh, she most solemnly adjured her, 
to examine herself, and not allow one who had known 
much disappointment and many sorrows to discover by 
a comparison of his own feelings with hers that she had 
come to him with half a heart, and had mistaken 
compassion and the self-satisfaction of a generous act 
for a sentiment which could alone sustain her m a 
struggle through life Supposing accident should set 
Irving free, supposing his love to have been inde- 
structible and to have been surrendered only in 
obedience to duty, and supposing him, not knowing of 
this new engagement, to come back and claim the 
heart from which an adverse fate had separated him, 
what m such a case would her feeling be? If she 
could honestly say that she would still prefer Carlyle, 
then let her marry him, and the sooner the better. If, 
on the other hand, she was obliged to confess to herself 
that she could still find happiness where she had hoped 
to find it, Irving might still be lost to her . but m such 
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a condition of mind she had no right to marry anyone 
else. 

With characteristic integrity Miss Welsh, on receiv- 
ing this letter, instantly enclosed it to Carlyle. She 
had been under no obligation, at least until their 
marriage had been definitively determined on, to inform 
him of the extent of her attachment to Irving But 
sincere as she was to a fault m the ordinary occasions 
ot life, she had m this matter not only kept back the 
truth, but had purposely misled Carlyle as to the nature 
of her feelings She felt that she must make a full 
confession She had deceived him — wilfully deceived 
him She had even told him that she had never cared 
for Irving 6 It was false, 5 she said. She had loved 

him — once passionately loved him For this she might 
be forgiven * If she had shown weakness m loving a 
man whom she knew to be engaged to another, she had 
made amends m persuading him to marry the other, 
and save his honour from reproach. 5 But she had 
disguised her real feelings, and for this she had no 
excuse She who had felt herself Carlyle’s superior m 
their late controversy, and had been able to rebuke him 
for selfishness, felt herself degraded and humbled m 
his eyes. If he chose to cast her off, she said that 
she could not say he was unjust, but her pnde was 
broken , and very naturally, very touchingly, she added 
that he had never been so dear to her as at that 
moment when she was m danger of losing his affection 
and, what was still more precious to her, his respect 
If Carlyle had been made of common stuff, so unex- 
pected a revelation might have tried his vanity The 
actual effect was to awaken m him a sense of his own 
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unworthmess He perceived that Miss* Welsh was 
probably accepting him only out of the motives which 
her London correspondent suggested His infirmities, 
mental and bodily, might make him an unfit companion 
for her or indeed for any woman It would be better 
for her once for all to give him up He knew, he said, 
that he could never make hei happy They might 
suffer at parting, but they would have obeyed their 
reason, and time would deaden the pam. No affection 
was unalterable or eternal Men themselves, with all 
their passions, sank to dust and were consumed He 
must imitate her sincerity He said (and he spoke with 
perfect truth) that there was a strange dark humour m 
him over which he had no control If she thought 
they were ( blue devils, weak querulous wailings of a 
mind distempered/ she would only show that she did 
not understand him In a country town she had seen 
nothing of hfe, and had grasped at the shadows that 
passed by her First, the rude, smoky fire of Edward 
Irving seemed to her a star from heaven; nest, the 
quivering %gnis fatuus of the soul that dwelt m him- 
self. The world had a thousand noble hearts that she 
did not dream of What was he, and what was his 
father’s house, that she should sacrifice herself for 
him ? 

It was not m nature — it was not at least m Miss 
Welsh’s nature — that at such a time and under such 
circumstances she should reconsider her resolution. 
She was staying with her grandfather at Templand 
when these letters were interchanged. She # deter- 
mined to use the opportunity to pay the Carlyles her 
promised visit, see him m his own home and his own 
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circle, and tfiere face to face explain all the past and 
form some scheme for the immediate future Like 
the lady m London, she felt that if the marriage was to 
be, or rather since the marriage was to be, the sooner 
it was over now the better for everyone Carlyle was 
to have met her on the road, and was waiting with 
horses; but there had been a mistake. She was 
dropped by the coach the next morning at Kelhead 
Kilns, from which she sent him a little characteristic 
note# 


To Thomas Garlyle 

Kelhead Kilns Friday, September 3, 1825 
Good morning, Sir I am not at all to blame for your 
disappointment last night The fault was partly your own, 
and still more the landlady’s of the Commeicial Inn, as I 
shall presently demonstrate to you vivd voce In the mean- 
time I have billeted myself in a snug little house by the 
wayside, where I purpose remaining with all imaginable 
patience till you can make it convenient to come and fetch 
me, being afiaid to proceed directly to Hoddam Hill m case 
so sudden an apparition should thiow the whole family into 
hystencs If the pony has any pnor engagement, never 
mind I can make a shift to walk two miles m pleasant 
company Any way, pray make all possible despatch, m 
case the owner of these premises should think I intend to 
make a legulai settlement m them 

Youis, 

Jake 

c 

The *great secret, which had been known from the 
first to Mrs Carlyle and suspected, by the rest, was now 
the open property of the family, and all, old and 
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young, with mixed feelings of delight* and anxiety, 
were looking forward to the appearance of the lady who 
was soon to belong to them 

She stayed with us above a week (Carlyle writes), happy, 
as was veiy evident, and making happy Hei demeanotu 
among us I could define as unsurpassable, spontaneously 
perfect Prom the fiist moment all embairassment, even 
my mother’s, as tremulous and anxious as she naturally was, 
fled away without letum Eveiybody felt the all-peivadmg 
simple grace, the perfect tiuth and peifect tiustfulness of 
that beautiful, cheerful, intelligent, and spnghtly cieatuie, 
and everybody was put at his ease The questionable visit 
was a clear success She and I went riding about, the 
weather dry and grey, nothing ever going wiong with us , my 
guidance taken as beyond criticism , she ready foi any pace, 
rapid 01 slow, melodious talk nevei wanting Of couise she 
went to Mainhill, and made complete acquaintance with my 
father (whom she much esteemed and even admned, now 
and henceforth — a reciprocal feeling, stiange enough), and 
with my two eldei sisters, Maigaiet and Mary, who now 
officially kept house with my fathei them On the whole, 
she came to know us all, saw face to face us and the lugged 
peasant element and way of life we had , and was not afiaid 
of it, but recognised, like hei noble self, what of mtimsic 
worth it might have, what of leal human dignity She 
charmed all hearts, and was herself visibly glad and happy, 
light loath to end these halcyon days, eight 01 perhaps nine 
the utmost appointed sum of them 

Two little anecdotes she used to tell of tlas visit, 
showing that under peasants’ di esses there was m the 
Carlyles the essential sense of delicate high breeding 
VOL I. 21 
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She was to use the girls’ room at Mamhill while there , 
and it was rude enough m its equipments as they 
lived m it Margaret Carlyle, doing her little best, 
had spread on the deal table for a cover a precious 
new shawl which some friend had given her More 
remarkable was her reception by the father When 
she appeared he was in his rough dress, called m from 
his faim work on the occasion The rest of the family 
kissed her The old man to her surprise drew back, 
and soon left the room In a few minutes he came 
back agam, fresh shaved and washed, and m his Sunday 
clothes Now, he said, if Miss Welsh allows it, I am m 
a condition to kiss her too When she left Hoddam, 
Carlyle attended her back to Dumfries 

As I rode with her (he says) she did not attempt to con- 
ceal hei sorrow, and mdeed our piospect ahead was cloudy 
enough I could only say 6 Esp6rons, esp6rons 1 To her the 
Haddington element had grown dieaiy and unfruitful , no 
geniality of life possible there, and I doubt not many paltry 
frets and contradictions We left our hoises at the Com- 
mercial Inn , I walked with hei, not in gay mood either, to 
her grandmother’s threshold, and there had to say farewell 
In my whole life I can recollect no week so bke a sabbath 
as that had been to me — clear, peaceful, mournfully beautiful, 
and as if sacred 

A few days after she was gone Carlyle wrote the 
following entry m his most intermittent journal — 

Hoddam Hill, September 21, 1825 — A hiatus valde 
deflendus Since the last line was written, what a wander- 
ing to and fro I how many sad vicissitudes of despicable 
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suffering and inaction have I undergone ! This little book 
and the desk that carries it have passed a summer and 
winter m London since I last opened it , and I, their foolish 
ownei, have loamed about the buck-built Babylon, the sooty 
Brummagem, and Pans, the Yanity Yarn of oui modem 
wo] Id My mood of mind is changed Is it improved? 
Weiss nicht This stagnation is not peace , or is it the 
peace of Galgacus’s Romans ‘TTbi sohtudinem faciunt, 
pacem appellant’ How difficult it is to free one’s mind 
from cant 1 How very seldom are the principles we act on 
clear to our own leason t Of the great nostrums, fi foiget- 
fulness of self ’ and 4 humbling of vanity,’ it were befctei 
therefore to say nothing In my speech concerning them I 
overchaige the nnpiession they have made on me, for my 
conscience, like my sense of pain and pleasure, has grown 
dull, and I secretly desire to compensate for laxity of feel- 
ing by mtenseness of describing How much of these great 
nostrums is the product of necessity ? Am I like a sorry 
hack, content to feed on heather while rich clovei seems to 
he around it at a little distance, because in straggling to 
break the tether it has almost hanged itself ? Oh that I 
could go out of the body to philosophise ! that I could ever 
feel as of old the glory and magnificence of tilings, till my 
own httle Me {mem Iclemes Ich) was swallowed up and lost 
in them (Partly cant T ) But I cannot, I cannot Shall I 
ever more ? Gott weiss At piesent I am but an abgenssenes 
Glied , a limb torn oft fiom the family of man, excluded from 
acting, with pam for my companion, and hope, that comes to 
all, raiely visiting me, and, what is stiangei, rarely desired 
with vehemence Unhappy man, in whom the body has 
gamed the mastery over the soul ! Inverse sensualist, not 
drawn into the rank of beasts by pleasure, but driven into it 
by pam 1 Hush ! hush ! Perhaps this is the truce which 
weary nature has conquered for herself to re-collect her scat- 

21— a 
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tered strength Perhaps, like an eagle (or a goose) she will 
4 renew her mighty youth’ and fly against the sun , or at 
least fish haddocks with equanimity, like other buds of 
similar feather, and no more he among the pots, winged, 
maimed, and plucked, doing nothing but chirp like a chicken 
in the croup for the livelong day 4 Jook and let the jaw gae 
by,’ my pietty sir When this solitude becomes intolerable 
to you it will be time enough to quit it for the dreary blank 
which society and the bitteiest activity have hitherto afforded 
you You deserve consideiable pity, Mr 0 , and likewise 
considerable contempt Heaven be your comfoiter, my 
worthy sir ! You are in a promising condition at this pre- 
sent sinking to the bottom, yet laid down to sleep , destruc- 
tion blandishing his swoid above you, and you quietly 
desumg him to take your life but spaie youi rest Gott hilf 
Ihnm ' Now foi Tieck and his Runenberg But first one 
whiff of generous naicotic * How gladly we love to wander 
on the plam with the summit m our eye ! ’ Ach Du meme 
Emzige die Du mich heist und Dich an mich anschmiegst , 
warum hn ich Dir wie em gelrochenes Rohr f Sollst Du 
memals glucldich werden ? Wo list Du heute Nacht ? 
Mogen Fnede und Liele und Eoffnung deme Ge/ahrten 
seyn ! LeV wohl. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

A.D 1825 MV 30 

Miss Welsh had now seen with her own eyes the 
realities of life m a small Scotch farm, and was no 
longer afraid of it She doubtless distrusted as much 
as ever Carlyle’s fitness in his own person for agricul- 
tural enterprises But if his brother would take the 
work off his hands he could himself follow his own more 
proper occupations She had recognised the sterling 
worth of his peasant family, and for her own part she 
was willing to share their method of existence, sharply 
contrasted as it was with the elegance and relative 
luxury of her home at Haddington It was far other- 
wise with her mother Mrs Welsh’s romantic days 
were not over They were never over to the end of her 
life , but she had no romance about Carlyle She knew 
better than her daughter how great the sacrifice would 
be, and the experience of fifty years had taught her 
that resolutions adopted m enthusiasm are often re- 
pented of when excitement has been succeeded by the 
wearing duties of hard every-day routine She was a 
cultivated, proud, beautiful woman, who had •piled as 
queen m the society of a Scotch provincial town Many 
suitors had presented themselves for her daughter’s 
hand, unexceptionable m person, m fortune, m social 



326 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE . 


standing Miss Welsh’s personal attractions, her talents, 
the fair if model ate fortune which, though foi the present 
she had surrendered it, must be eventually her own, 
would have entitled her to choose among the most 
eligible matches m East Lothian It was natural, it 
was inevitable, independent of selfish considerations, 
that a mother could not look without a shudder on this 
purposed marriage with the son of a pool Dumfriesshire 
farmer, who had no visible prospects and no profession, 
and whose abilities, however great they might be, 
seemed only to unfit him for any usual or profitable 
pursuit Added to this, Carlyle himself had not attracted 
her She was accustomed to rule, and Carlyle would 
not be ruled She had obstinate humours, and Carlyle, 
who never checked his own irritabilities, was impatient 
and sarcastic when others ventured to be unreasonable 
She had observed and justly dreaded the violence of his 
temper, which when he was piovoked or thwarted would 
boil like a geyser He might repent afterwards of these 
ebullitions, he usually did repent But repentance 
could not take away the sting of the passionate ex- 
pressions, which fastened m the memory by the meta- 
phors with which they were barbed, especially as there 
was no amendment, and the offence was repeated on 
the next temptation It will easily be conceived, 
therefore, that the meeting between mother and 
daughter after the Hoddam visit, and Miss Welsh’s an- 
nouncement of her final resolution, was extremely 
painful^ Miss Welsh wrote to Carlyle an account of 
what had passed His letter m reply bears the same 
emblem of the burning candle, with the motto , s Terar 
dum pro8%mf which he had before sketched m his 
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journal He was fond of a design which represented 
human life to him under its sternest aspect . 1 

To Miss Welsh 

Hoddam Hill November 4, 1825 

. . . Let us be patient and resolute, and trust in our- 
selves and each other I maintain that the weal of every 
human being, not perhaps his enjoyment or his suffering, 
but his true and highest welfare, lies within himself Oh 
that we had wisdom to put this weighty truth m practice • 
to know our duty — foi a duty every living creature has — and 
to do it with our whole heart and our whole soul This is 
the eveilastmg rock of man’s security against which no 
tempest or flood shall prevail ‘Sufficiently provided for 
within,’ the outwaid gifts or amercements of foitune are but 
the soft or the hard materials out of which he is to build his 
fairest work of art, a life worthy of himself and the vocation 
wherewith he is called But I am veiging towards cant, so 
I shall hasten to the right about 
Tour mother is not wise or just m spoiling the stinted 
enjoyments of your present way of life by the reflections and 
remonstrances with which she puisues jou Her views of 
me and my connection with you I cannot justly blame they 
coincide too neaily with my own But what, one might ask 
her, does she mean you to do ? Anything ? If so, it were 
bettei that she simply pioposed it, and backed it out by all 
attainable reasons m simplicity and quiet, that if just and 
fit you might go through with it at all haps and hazaids in- 
stantly and completely If, nothing, then silence is the least 
that can be asked of hei Speech that leads not to action, 
still more that hinders it, is a nuisance on the earth Let us 
remember this, as well as call on others to remember it But, 

1 See p 202 
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aftei all, wheie^s the mighty gnef ? Is it rum for you to 
think of giving youiself "to me, heie as I am, m the naked 
undissembled meanness of my actual state ? Considei this 
with a cold cleai eye, not m the pui pie light of Jove, but m 
the sharp chill light of piudence If youi nund still hav^ 
any wavering, follow the tiuth feailessly, not heeding me, 
for I am ready with alacuty to foiwaid your anticipated 
happiness m any way Or was this your love of me no 
girlish whim, but the calm, deliberate, self-offenng of a 
woman to the man whom hex leason and hei heart had made 
choice of ? Then is it a cnme m you to love me, whose you 
are m the sight of God and man ? 

The story of my temper is not woith much I actually 
do not think myself an ill-natured man, nor even, all things 
consideied, very ill-tempeied ! Eeally it is weansome to 
think of these things What counsel to give you I know 
not Submission has its limits When not based on con- 
viction it degenerates into hypocrisy, and encourages demands 
which perhaps ought to he resisted But in asserting youi 
rights be meek and reasonable What is this caprice and 
sullenness m youi mothei but unhappiness m herself — an 
effort to increase her own scanty stock of satisfaction at youi 
expense , 01 lather to shift a portion of her own suffering 
upon you ? She cannot cease to love you, and this is saying 
much Foi me I beg you to take no thought Hei anger 
at me, hei aveision to me, shall never be lemembeied 
against her She thinks of me m the mam, to the full as 
highly as she ought , and these gusts of unreasonable caprice 
should be met by mci eased equability, and steady foigivmg 
self-possession, as angiy gusts of wind are lendered harmless 
not by other conflicting gusts, but by a solid wall of stone 
and mortar 

While on the Haddington side* the contemplated 
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alliance was so distasteful, two letters from Miss 
Welsh, one to Carlyle’s mother, the other to his little 
sister Jane, show how playfully and prettily she had 
thrown herself into the ways of the Mamhill house- 
hold, and adopted their expressions With Jane she 
had assumed the privilege of an elder sister, and 
charged herself with the direction of her education 
Carlyle has written a short preface to each 

To Mrs. Carlyle , Hoddam Hill. 

[There are snatches of cotene speech m this letter, two 
quite of new date, brought fiom Hoddam Hill, which I must 
explam 

4 Broad Atlantic of his countenance ’ was a phrase I had 
noticed in some stupidly ado ring 4 Life of Fox,’ and been m 
use to apply to my biothei John, whose face also was broad 
enough (and full of honesty and good humour, poor fellow !) 
Fiom him also comes the other phrase, 4 mixture of good 
and evil * He was wont in his babbly way, while at break- 
fast with mother and me, to remark when the least thing 
was complamed of or went wrong, 4 Nothing but evil in the 
world, mother * ’ till one day mother took him sharply up on 
theological grounds Ever onwaid from which he used to 
make it 4 Nothing but a mixtuie of good and eviL’ He had 
many mock utterances of this kind 4 Comes all to the 
same ultimately,’ 4 What d’ye think of life this morning ? ’ 
&c , over which we had our laughing and counter-laughing, 
borne with perfect gravity always, and perfect patience, but 
producing no abatement of the practice One- morning, 
however, he did get a retort, which rather stuck to him 
Addressing his mother with 4 What d’ye think of life, 
mother?’ * What does t’ou (thou) think 0’ death tho’ 



33® 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE 


€ 

answered she with a veritably serious and crypto-contemptu- 
ous tone, which was not forgotten again 
6 Christian comfoart ’ comes from a certain Mrs Carruthers 
of Haiegills, a cousin of my mother , Bell by maiden name, 
solid, rather stupid, farmer’s wife by station Meeting once 
with Fiank Dickson (a speculative Tartar he, unluckily for 
her), she had been heaid to wind up some lofty lilt with, 

« Sir, it is the great soorce of Christian comfoart? accent on 
the last syllable and sound oa y Annandale only — T 0 ] 

George Square, Edinburgh November 14 
My dear Mrs Carlyle, — In the busy idleness of my 
present situation I have little leisure to write or to do any 
rational thing , but it is best I should fulfil my promise to 
you now lather than wait for a more quiet season, that you 
may know that even the turmoil of a great city cannot seduce 
me mto forgetfulness of the Hill Indeed, the more I am m 
the way of what is commonly called pleasure, the moie I 
thmk of the calm days which I spent under your roof I 
have nevei been so happy since , though I have been at 
several fine entertainments, where much thought and pains 
and money were expended to assemble the mgiedients of 
enjoyment , and this is no wise strange, smce affection is the 
native element of my soul, and that I found in your cottage 
warm and pure, while m more splendid habitations it is 
chilled with vanity, affectation, and selfishness For i there 
is nothing but a mixture of good and evil in the world, 
mother , ’ and thus some have 4 the dinner of herbs where love 
is,’ others c the stalled ox and hatied therewith ’ 

I left Templand on Thursday last after many delays, but 
in no such downcast mood as at my departure fiom the HilL 
Indeed, I was never in my life more pleased to cum my face 
homewards, where, if I have not suitable society any more than 
m Nithsdale, I can at least enjoy what is next best, solitude 
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But all my impatience to see Haddington failed to make the 
journey hither agreeable, which was as devoid of ‘ Christian 
comfoart ’ as anything yon can suppose Never was poor 
damsel reduced to such 6 extremities of fate ’ I was sick, 
woefully sick, and notwithstanding that I had on four petti- 
coats, benumbed with cold To make my wretchedness as 
complete as possible, we did not reach Edinburgh till many 
hours after dark Sixteen miles more, and my wanderings 
for this season are at an end Would that my trials weie 
ended also ! But no ! Tell Mr Cailyle my handsome 
cousin is coming to Haddington with his sister Phoebe, and 
his valet Henley, and his great dog Toby, over and above 
Dash, Craigen, Fanny, and Frisk My heart misgives me at 
the prospect of this inundation of company, for their ways 
are not my ways, and what is amusement to them is death to 
me But I must just be patient as usual Venly I should 
need to be Job, instead of Jane Welsh, to bear these ever- 
lasting annoyances with any degree of composure 

Mr Carlyle must write next week without fail to Hadding- 
ton, lest m vexation of spirit I curse God and die Moreover, 
he must positively part with Larry, and get a horse of less 
genius m his stead, if he would not have me live m continual 
terror of his life 1 If the fates are kind, and the good 
doctor 2 a man of his word, he will be m this city to-morrow, 
so that I have some hope to feast my eyes on ‘ the broad 

1 Larry had run away with Cailyle, thrown him, and dragged him 
some yards along the road He rode up to a late period m his lifce , but 
he always had a loose seat, and his mind was busy with anything but 
attending to his horse Fritz, his last, a present from Lady Ashburton, 
carried him safely for many years through the London streets, to the 
astonishment of most of his friends I asked him once, how he had 
escaped misadventure ‘It was Fritz,’ he said ‘He*was a very 
sensible fellow I suppose he had not been brought up to think that 
the first duty of a horse was to say something witty * 

* John Carlyle 
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Atlantic of his countenance,* and hear all about my dear 
fuends at the Hill befoie I go How does Jane’s Latin 
prosper? Tell her to write a postscript m her brother’s 
next letter You must excuse this humed epistle I am 
writing under many eyes and m the noise of many tongues 
God bless you. 

I am always affectionately yours, 

Jane B Welsh. 

The next letter is to Jean Carlyle, which is prefaced 
by Carlyle thus 

This Jean Carlyle is my second youngest sister, then a 
little child of twelve The youngest sister, youngest of us 
all, was Jenny (Janet), now Mrs Kobert Hanning, m 
Hamilton, Canada West These little beings m their bits of 
grey speckled (black and white) straw bonnets, I recollect as 
a pair of neat bnsk items, tripping about among us that 
summei at the Hill, especially Jean (only by euphemism 
Jane), the bigger of the two, who was a constant quantity 
there The small Jenny (I think m some pet) had unex- 
pectedly flung herself off and prefened native independence 
at Mamhill Jean, from hei black eyes and hair, had got 
the name of ‘ Craw Jean ’ among us, or often of ‘ Craw ’ 
simply That was my mother’s complexion too , but the 
other seven of us, like our father, were all of common blond 
Jean was an uncommonly open-minded, gifted, ingenuous, 
and ingenious little thing, true as steel (never told a fib 
from her birth upwaxds), had, once or so, shown suddenly a 
will like steel too (when indisputably in the nght, as I have 
heard her^ mother own to me), otherwise a most loving, 
cheerful, amenable creature, hungering and thirsting foi all 
kinds of knowledge , had a lively sense of the ridiculous 
withal, and already something of what you might call 
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1 humonr * She was by this time in visible favour with me, 
which doubtless she valued sufficiently One of the first 
things I had noted of her was five or six years ago m one 
of my rustications at MainhiH, when m the summer evenings 
brothers Alick and John and I used to go out wandering 
extensively and talking ditto till gloaming settled mto daik, 
always I observed little Craw turned up, either at oui starting 
or somewhere afterwards, trotting at my side, head hardly 
higher than my knee, but eageily thiown back and listening 
with zeal and joy no land of ‘ sport ’ equal to this, for her, 
pursuit of knowledge under difficulties Poor httle Craw ! 

My darhng took warmly to her for my sake and the 
child’s own This was the first time they had met ‘ Such 
a child ought to be educated,’ said she, with generous 
emphasis, and felt steadily, and, indeed, took herself, for some 
years onwaids, a gieat deal of trouble and piactical pains 
about it, as this lettei may still indicate Little Jean was 
had to Comely Bank , 1 for a good few months, got her lessons, 
&c , attended us to Craigenputtock, hopmg to try farthei 
there too , but m the chaos of incipience theie (a rather dark 
and even dismal chaos, had not my Jane been a daughter o* 
the Sun) this was found lmpiacticable , and Scotsbng, 
father’s place , 2 coveting and almost grudging the httle Jean’s 
bits of labour withm doors and without, sheffiad to give the 
project up and letum to her own way of life, which she 
loyally did , grew up a peasant girl, got no further special 
education, though she has smce given herself consciously and 
otherwise not a httle, both of the practical and speculate e 
sort , and is at this day to be named fairly a supenoi 
woman, superior m extent of reading, culture, &c , and still 
better in veracity of character, sound discernment, and 

1 Where Carlyle first lived, as will be seen, after his marriage 

*To which old Mr Carlyle removed from Mainhill u the year 
following 
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practical wisdom , wife for above thirty-five years now 1 of 
James Aitken, a prospeious, altogether honest, valiant, intel- 
ligent and substantial man, house-painter m Dumfries by 
trade , parents they, too, of my bright httle niece, Mary 0 
Aitken, who copies for me, and helps me all she can m this 
my final opeiation in the world 

To Mm Jean Carlyle , Hoddam HilL 


Haddington November, 1825 

My affectionate Child, — It giieved me to learn from your 
good httle postscript, 2 that the pool Latin was already come 
to a stand , for I would fam see the talents with which 
nature has entrusted you not buned in ignoiance, but made 
the most of Nevertheless, I do not blame you, because you 
have despaned of accomplishing an impossibility , for it is 
impossible for you, sure enough, to make any gieat attainment 
of scholarship m the circumstances m which you are akeady 
placed You must on no account, however, abandon the 
idea of becoming a scholar, for good, because it is beyond 
your ability to carry it into effect just as soon as you wish , 
for your circumstances, by the blessing of Heaven, may be m 
piocess of time rendered more towardly , but should the 
noble desne of knowledge die away within you, you would 
indeed cruelly disappoint my hopes Moieover, though the 
acquirement of a foieign language has proved too difficult a 
matter for you in the time being, I see nothing that there is 
to hinder you from leading many mstructive books in your 
own For your mother cannot be so hard a task-mistress, 
that she would refuse you two hours or so m the day to your- 
self, provided she saw that they were turned to a profitable 

1 Written m 1868 is 

1 * Doubtless of some letter to me — T 0/ 
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account Here is a copy of Cowper’s Poems for you, with 
winch I expect you will presently commence a regular course 
of reading Tour brothei is able, and I am sure will be most 
willing, to dnect you m the choice of books , and on this 
account you ought to be exceedingly thankful, as many for 
want of such dnection have to seek knowledge by a weary 
circuit 

Had Providence been less kind to you m the relation you 
hold in life, you should get many an epistle from me full of 
the best advices I have to give , for I love you, my good little 
girl, from the bottom of my heait, and desire earnestly that it 
should be well with you in this woild as well as m the world 
to come But when I consider the piety and goodness of 
the mother who has you m her bosom, and that he whose 
wisdom I bow myself before is youi brother, I feel it idle and 
presumptuous in me to offer you any counsel, when in the 
precepts and example of those about you, you have already 
such a light to youi path Do but continue, my dear Jean, 
a dutiful daughter and a loving sister, and you are sure to 
grow up an estimable woman If we can make you also an 
accomplished woman, so much the bettei 

One thing more when I am about it Look sharp that 
you fulfil the written promise which you gave me at parting , 
for know that I am not disposed to remit you the smallest 
tittle of it And now God bless and keep you 

I am always your attached fnend, 

Jane Baillie Welsh 

After the bright interlude of Miss Welsh’s visit to 
Hoddam, life soon became as industrious as Carlyle has 
described The mornings were spent m work over the 
German Tales, the afternoons in ndes, Larry remaining 
still m favour notwithstanding his misdemeanours In 
the evenings he and his mother perhaps smoked their 
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pipes together, as they used to do at Mamhill, she in 
admiring anxiety labouring to rescue his soul from the 
temptations of the intellect , he satisfying her, for she 
was too willing to be satisfied, that they meant the 
same thing, though they expressed it in different 
languages. He was meditating a book, a real book of 
his own, not a translation, though he was still unable 
to fasten upon a subject, while the sense that he was 
m his own house, loid of it, and lord of himself, and 
able if he pleased to shut his door against all comers, 
was delightful to him 

It is inexpiessible (he wrote) what an mciease of happi- 
ness and of consciousness, wholesome consciousness of 
mwaid dignity, I have gamed since I came within the walls 
of this pool cottage — my own foui walls — foi in this state 
the primeval law of nature acts on me with double and 
tuple force, and how cheaply it is purchased, and how 
smoothly managed They simply admit that I am Herr im 
Hause , and act on this conviction Theie is no giumbhng 
about my habitudes and whims If I choose to dme on file 
and biimstone they will cook it for me to their best skill, 
thinking only that I am an unintelligible moital, perhaps 
in their secret souls a kind of humonnst, facheux to deal 
with, but no bad soul aftei all, and not to be dealt with m 
any other way My own foui walls 2 

This expression, repeated twice, suggests the possible 
date of a poem — the only poem, perhaps, that Carlyle 
ever wrote which is really characteristic of him It was 
written either at Hoddam or at Craigenputtock In 
some respects — m the mention of a wife, especially — 
it suits Craigenputtock best But perhaps his imagina- 
tion was looking forward. 
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The storm and night are on the waste, 

Wild thiough the wind the heidsman calls, 

As fast on willing nag I haste 
Home to my own four walls 

Black tossing clouds with scarce a glimmer 
Envelope earth like sevenfold palls , 

But wif ekm watches, coffee-pot doth simmer, 
Home in my own foui walls 

A homo and wife I too have got, 

A hearth to blaze whate’ei befals , 

What wanteth a man that I have not 
Within my own four walls ? 

King George has palaces of pnde, 

And armed grooms must ward those halls , 

With one stout bolt I safe abide 
Within my own foni walls 

Not all his men may sever this, 

It yields to friends’, not monarchs’, calls ; 

My whmstone house my castle is — 

I have my own four walls 

When fools or knaves do make a rout 
With gigmen, dinners, balls, cabals, 

I turn my back and shut them out : 

These are my own four walls 

The moorland house, though rude it be, 

May stand the brunt when prouder falls 

’Twill scieen my* wife, my books, and me, 

All in my own four walls 
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In the autumn of this year Carlyle had a glimpse of 
Irving at Annan. 


I had next to no correspondence with Irving (he says) , 
a httle note or so on business, nothing more Noi was Mrs 
Montagu much moie instructive on that head, who wrote 
me high-sounding amiable things which I could not but 
lespond to more 01 less, though dimly aware of their quality 
Nor did the sinceie and aident Mrs Strachey, who wrote 
seldomer, almost ever touch upon Irving But by some 
occasional unmelodious clang m all the newspapers (twice 
over I think in this year) we could sufficiently and with 
httle satisfaction construe his way of life Twice over he 
had leapt the barriers and given nse to criticisms of the 
customary idle sort, loudish univeisally and nowhere 
accurately just Case first was of preaching to the London 
Missionary Society (Missionary I will call it, though it 
might be 4 Bible,’ or anothei) On their grand anniversary 
these people had assigned him the honour of addiessing them, 
and were numerously assembled, expectmg some flourishes of 
eloquence and flatteries to their illustrious, divinely blessed 
society, ingeniously done and especially with fit brevity, 
dinner itself waiting, I suppose, close in the rear. Irving 
emerged into his speaking place at the due moment , but in- 
stead of treating men and office-bearers to a short, comfortable 
dose of honey and butter, opened into strict, sharp inquiries, 
rhadamanthme expositions of duty and ideal, issuing, perhaps, 
m actual cuticism and admonition , gall and vinegar instead 
of honey , at any rate, keeping the poor people locked up 
theie fi for above two hours,’ instead of an hour or less, with 
dinners hot at the end of it This was much criticised 
4 Plainly wrong, and produced by Ipve of smgulanty and 
too much pride in oneself,’ voted everybody For, in fact, a 
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man suddenly holding np the naked inexorable ideal m the 
face of the clothed (and in England geneially plump, com- 
fortable, and pot-bellied) reality is doing an unexpected and 
questionable thing 

The next escapade was still worse At some pubhc meet- 
ing, piobably of the same 4 Missionaiy Society,’ Irving again 
held up his Ideal, I think not without murmurs from former 
sufferers by it, and ended by solemnly puttmg down, not his 
name to the subscription list, but an actual gold watch, 
which he said had just anived to him from his beloved 
brother lately dead m India 1 That of the gold watch 
tabled had m leakty a touch of rash ostentation, and was 
bitterly crowed over by all the able editors for a time On 
the whole one could gather too cleaily that Irving’s couise 
was beset with pitfalls, balking dogs, and dangers and 
difficulties unwarned of , and that foi one who took so little 
counsel with prudence, he perhaps carried his head too high 
I had a certain harsh kind of sonow about poor living, and 
my loss of him (and his loss of me on such poor terms as 
these seemed to me), but I carelessly trusted m his strength 
against whatever mistakes and impediments, and felt that 
foi the piesent it was better to be absolved fiom correspond- 
ing with him 

That same year, late in autumn, he was at Annan only 
foi a night and a day, letuimng fiom some faither journey, 
perhaps to Glasgow or Edinbuigh, and had to go on again 
for London next day I lode down from Hoddam Hill before 
nightfall, found him sitting in the snug little pailour beside 
his father and mother, beautifully domestic I think it was 

1 This brother was John, the eldest of the three, an Indian army 
surgeon, whom I remember once meeting on a common stai> m Edin- 
buigh, on return, I suppose, from a call on some comrade higher up 
a taller man than even Edward, and with a blooming, placid, not very 
intelligent face.— T C. 
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the last time I ever saw those good old people We sat only 
a few minutes, my thoughts sadly contrasting the beautiful 
affectionate safety here and the wild tempestuous hostilities 
and peiils yonder He left his blessing to each by name in 
a low soft voice There was something almost tiagical to 
me as he turned round, hitting his hat on the little dooi 
lintel, and nest moment was on the daik stieet followed only 
by me His plan of journey was to catch the Glasgow 
London mail at Gretna, and to walk thither, the night being 
dry We stept over to Robeit Dickson’s, his brothei-m- 
law’s, and sate there still talking for perhaps an hour He 
looked sad and senous, not m the least downhearted , told 
us, probably in answer to some question of mine, that the 
projected London University seemed to be progressing to- 
wards fulfilment, and how, at some meeting, Poet Campbell, 
arguing loudly for a puiely secular system, had on sight of 
Irving entering at once stopped short, and in the politest 
mannei he could, sat down without anothei word on the 
subject ‘It will be wmehgious, secretly awft-religious all 
the same,’ said Irving to us 

When the time had come for setting out, and we were all 
on foot, he called for his three little nieces, having their 
mother by him, made them each successively stand on a 
chair, laid his hand on the head first of one, with a c Mary 
Dickson, the Loid bless you,’ then of the next by name, and 
of the next , ‘ the Lord bless you,’ m a sad, solemn tone, 
with something of elaboiate noticeable in it too , which was 
painful and dreary to me , a dieary visit altogether though 
an unabatedly affectionate on both sides — in what a contrast, 
thought I, to the old sunshiny visits when Glasgow was 
head-quarters, and everybody was obscuie, frank to his 
feelings, Und safe Mrs Dickson, I think, had tears in her 
eyes Her too he doubtless blessed* but without hand on 
head Dickson and the rest of us escoited him a little way 
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We parted m the howling of the north wind, and I turned 
back across the moors to Hoddam Hill to meditate m silenoe 
on the chances and changes of this stxange whnlpool of a 
woild* 1 


"Ihe last paragraph is taken from a contemporary deseurption of the 
scene The rest, as most complete, is from the Reminiscences , rol 1 
p 290, and is a curious illustration of the minute exactness of Carlyle s 
memory 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

A D 1826 MT 31. 

The life at Hoddam Hill, singularly happy while it 
lasted, and promising to last, was not after all of long 
continuance. Differences with the landlord, General 
Sharpe, rose to a quanel, m which old Mr Cailyle took 
his son’s part. Hoddam Hill was given up , the lease 
of Mamhill, expiring at the same time, was not re- 
newed, and the whole family, Carlyle himself with the 
rest, removed to Scotsbng, a substantial farm m the 
neighbourhood of Ecclefechan, where the elder Carlyles 
remained to the end of their lives, and where their 
youngest son succeeded them 

The break-up at Hoddam precipitated the conclu- 
sion of Carlyle’s piotracted relations with Miss Welsh 
He sums up briefly his recollections of the story of 
this year, which was m eveiy way so momentous to 
him 

My translation (German Romance) went steadily on, the 
pleasantest laboui I ever had , could be done by task m 
whatever humour or condition one was m, and was day by 
•day (ten pages a day, I think) punctually and comfortably 
so perfor&ed Internally, too, theie weie far highei things 
going on , a grand and ever joyful victory getting itself 
achieved at last ! The final chaining^ down, trampling home 
* for good,’ home mto their caves for ever of all my spiritual 
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dragons, which had wrought me such woe, a*hd for a decade 
past had made my life black and bitter 1 This year 1826 
saw the end of all that, with such a feeling on my part as 
may be fancied I found it to be essentially what Methodist 
people call their ‘ conversion,’ the dehverance of their souls 
from the Devil and the pit * precisely enough that , in new 
form And theie burnt accordingly a sacred flame of joy 
in me, silent m my inmost being, as of one hencefoith 
supenoi to fate, able to look down on its stupid injuries, with 
contempt, pardon, and almost with a kind of thanks and 
pity This ‘holy joy,’ of which I kept silence, lasted 
sensibly in me for several years m blessed counterpoise to 
sufferings and discouragements enough , nor has it proved 
what I can call fallacious at any time since My ‘ spiritual 
dragons,’ thank heaven, do still remain strictly m their caves, 
forgotten and dead, which is indeed a conquest, and the 
beginning of conquests I rode about a great deal in all 
kinds of weather that winter and summer, generally quite 
alone, and did not want for meditations, no longer of defiantly 
hopeless or quite impious nature 

Meanwhile, if on the spmtual side all went well, one poor 
item on the temporal side went ill a paltry but essential 
item — oui lease arrangements of Hoddam Hill The lease 
had been hurriedly settled, on word of mouth merely, by my 
father, who stood well with his landlord otheiwise, and 
had perfect trust in him But when it came to piaetical 
settlement, to ‘demands of outgoing tenant,’ who was 
completely right as against his landlord, and completely 
wrong as agamst us, there arose difficulties which, the 
farther they were gone mto, spread the wider Arbitration 
was tried , much was tiled , nothing would do Arbitrators, 

1 First battle won m «the Rue de l’Enfer — Leith Walk — four years 
before Campaign not ended till now 
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litfcle fanners ofi the neighbouring estates, would not give a 
veidict, but only talk, talk Honourable landlord owes out- 
going tenant (his and his father’s old factor) say 150 1 , and 
othei just decision there was none Factor was foolish, 
superannuated, impoverished, pressmgly m want of his 
money Landlord was not wise or liberal Arbitrary and 
imperious he tried to be , wrote letters, &c , but got stiff 
answers , over the belly of justice would not be permitted to 
ride The end was, after much babbling, in which I meddled 
little, and only from the background, 1 complete break ensued , 
Hoddam Hill to be given up, laid at his honour’s feet May 26, 
1826 , ditto Mamhill when the lease also expired there My 
father got, on another estate near by, the farm of Scotsbrig, 
a far better farm (where our people still are), farm well 
capable both of his stock and ours, with roomy house, &c , 
where, if anywhere in the country, I, from and after May 
1826, must make up my mind to live To stay there till 
German Romance was done — clear as to that — went ac- 
coidmgly, and after a week of jomermg resumed my stmt of 
ten daily pages, steady as the town clock, no interruption 
dieaded oi occurring Had a pleasant, diligent, and interest- 
ing summer , all my loved kindred about me for the last time , 
hottest and droughtiest summer I have ever seen, drier even 
than the last (of 1868), though seldom quite so intolerably 
hot Ho lam from the end of Maich till the middle of 
August Delightful morning rides (m the first months) are 

1 Not altogether In a letter from Hoddam Hill Carlyle says * My 
kindred can now regard the ill-nature of onr rural Ah Pacha with 
a degree of equanimity much easier to attain than formerly Ah — I 
mean his honour General Sharpe — and I had such a scheme the other 
day at this door I made Graham of Burns wark laugh at it yesterday 
all the way from Annan to Hoddam Bridge In short, All sank, m the 
space of little more than a minute, from 212% of Pahrenheit’s thermo- 
meter to 328, and retired even below the freezing point. ’ 
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still present to me, ditto breakfasts in the kitchen, an 
antique baronial one, roomy, airy, curious to me Cookery, 
company, and the cow with her produce always friendly to 
me Nothing to complain of but want of the old silence , 
noise and bustle of busmess now round me, and like to 
increase, not dimmish , and this thought always too, here 
cannot be thy continuing city ! and then withal, my darling 
in noble silence getting so weary of dull Haddington In 
bnef, after much survey and consideration of the real 
mteiests and real feelings of both parties, I proposed, and it 
was gently acceded to, that German Romance once done 
(end of September or so) we should wed, settle at Edinburgh 
in some small suburban house (details and preparations there 
all left to her kind mother and her), and thenceforth front 
our chances in the world, not as two lots, but as one, for 
better for worse, till death us part 1 

In August Haddington became aware of what was toward, 
a great enough event there, the loss of its loved and admired 
‘Jeanme Welsh, the Flower o’ Haddington’ (as poor old 
Lizzie Baldy, a notable veteran sewing woman, humble 
heroine, then sadly said ), i gaun to be here na marr ! ’ In 
Annandale, such my entire seclusion, nothing was yet heard 
of it for a couple of months House in Comely Bank 1 suit- 
able as possible had been chosen , was being furnished from 
Haddington, beautifully, perfectly, and even richly, by Mrs 
Welsh’s great skill in such matters, aided by her daughter’s, 
which was also great, and by the fiank wordless generosity 
of both, which surely was very great » Mrs Welsh had 
decided to give up house, quit Haddington, and privately 
even never see it more , to live at Templand thenceforth 
with hei father and sister (Aunt Grizzie), where at was well 

1 A row of houses to th^north of Edinburgh, then among open fields 
between the city and the sea 
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judged her hefp might be useful My brave little woman 
had by deed of law two years before settled her little estate 
(Craigenputtoek) upon her mothei for life, being clearly 
indispensable there Fee simple of the place she had at the 
same time by will bequeathed to me if I survived her 

So Carlyle, at a distance of forty-two years, describes 
the prelude to his marriage — accurately so far as sub- 
stance went, and with a frank acknowledgment of Mrs 
Welsh’s liberality, as the impression was left upon his 
memory But exactly and circumstantially as he 
remembered things which had struck and interested 
him, his memory was less tenacious of some particulars 
which he passed over at the time with less attention 
than perhaps they deserved, and thus allowed to drop 
out of his recollection Details have to be told which 
will show him not on the most considerate side They 
require to be mentioned for the distinct light which 
they throw on aspects of his character which affected 
materially his wife’s happiness There were some 
things which Carlyle was constitutionally incapable of 
apprehending, while again there were others which he 
apprehended perhaps with essential conectness, but on 
which men m general do not think as he thought A 
man bom to great place and great visible responsibili- 
ties in the world is allowed to consider first his position 
and his duties, and to regard other claims upon him as 
subordinate to these A man bom with extraordinary 
talents, which he has resolved to use for some great and 
generous* purpose, may expect and demand the same 
privileges, but they are not so easily accorded to him 
In the one instance it is assumed as a matter of course 
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that secondary interests must be set aside , even m mar- 
riage the heir of a large estate consults the advantage 
of his family, and his wife’s pleasure, even his wife’s 
comforts, must be postponed to the supposed demands of 
her husband’s situation The claims of a man of genius 
are less tolerantly dealt with , partly perhaps because it 
is held an impertinence in any man to pretend to genius 
till he has given proof of possessing it , partly because, 
if extraordinary gifts are rare, the power of appreciating 
them is equally rare, and a fixed purpose to make a 
noble use of them is rarer still Men of literary faculty, 
it is idly supposed, can do their work anywhere m any 
circumstances; if the work is left undone the world 
does not know what it has lost , and thus, partly by 
their own fault, and partly by the world’s mode of 
dealing with them, the biographies of men of letters 
are, as Carlyle says, for the most part the saddest 
chapter in the history of the human race except the 
Newgate Calendar* 

Carlyle, restless and feverish, was convinced that no 
leal woik could be got out of him till he was again m 
a home of his own, and till his affairs were settled on 
some permanent footing His engagement, while it 
remained uncompleted, kept him anxious and irritated 
Therefore he conceived that he must find some cottage 
suited to his circumstances, and that Miss Welsh ought 
to become immediately the mistress of it He had 
money enough to begin housekeeping , he saw his way, 
he thought, to earning money enough to continue it 
on the scale on which he had himself been' bred up — 
but it was on condition that the wife that he took to 
himself should do the work of a domestic servant as 
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his own mother and sisters did , and he was never able 
to understand that a lady differently educated might 
herself, or her friends for her, find a difficulty m ac- 
cepting such a situation He was m love, so far as he 
understood what love meant Like Hamlet he would 
have challenged Miss Welsh’s other lovers *to weep, to 
fight, to fast, to tear themselves, to drink up Esil, eat a 
crocodile,’ or s be buried with her quick m the earth , 5 
but when it came to the question how he was himself 
to do the work which he intended to do, he chose 
to go his own way, and expected others to accommodate 
themselves to it. 

Plans had been suggested and efforts made to secure 
some permanent situation for him A newspaper had 
been projected in Edinburgh, which Lockhart and 
Brewster were to have conducted with Carlyle under 
them. This would have been something, but Lock- 
hart became editor of the s Quarterly Keview,’ and the 
project dropped A Bavarian Minister had applied to 
Professor Leslie for some one who could teach English 
literature and science at Munich Leslie offered this 
to Carlyle, but he declined it He had set his mind 
upon a cottage outside Edinburgh, with a garden and 
high walls about it to shut out noise This was all 
which he himself wanted He did not care how poor 
it was so it was his own, entirely his own, safe from 
intruding fools 

Here he thought that he and his wife might set 
themselves up together and wish for nothing more It 
did, indeed, at moments occur to him that, although 
he could be happy and nch m the midst of poverty, 
5 for a woman to descend from superfluity to live m 
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poverty with a sick, ill-natured man, and not be 
wretched, would be a miracle’ But though the 
thought came more than once, it would not abide The 
miracle would perhaps be wrought , or indeed without 
a miracle his mother and sisters were happy, and why 
should anyone wish for more luxuries than they had ? 

Mrs Welsh being left a widow, and with no other 
child, the pam of separation from her daughter was 
unusually great Notwithstanding a certain number 
of caprices, there was a genuine and even passionate 
attachment between mother and daughter It might 
have seemed that a separation was unnecessary, and 
that if Mrs Welsh could endure to have Carlyle under 
her own roof, no difficulty on his side ought to have 
arisen Mrs Welsh indeed, romantically generous, 
desired to restore the property, and to go back and 
live with her father at Templand , but her daughter 
decided peremptorily that she would hve with Carlyle 
m poverty all the days of her life sooner than encroach 
m the smallest degree on her mother’s independence 
She could expect no happiness, she said, if she failed 
m the first duty of her life Her mothei should keep 
the fortune, or else Miss Welsh refused to leave her 

All difficulties might be got over, the entire economic 
problem might be solved, if the family could be kept 
together As soon as the marriage was known to be m 
contemplation this arrangement occuried to everyone 
who was interested m the Welshes’ welfare as the most 
obviously desirable Mrs Welsh was as unhappy as 
ever at an alliance which she regarded as notjimprudent 
only, but m the highest degree objectionable Carlyle 
had neither family nor fortune nor prospect of pre- 
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ferment He had no religion that she could com- 
prehend, and she had seen him violent and unreasonable. 
He was the very last companion that she would have 
selected for herself Yet for her daughter’s sake she was 
willing to make an effort to like him, and, since the 
marriage was to be, either to live with him or to accept 
him as her son-in-law m her own house and m her 
own circle 

Her consent to take Carlyle into her family removed 
Miss Welsh’s remaining scruples, and made her per- 
fectly happy It never occurred to her that Carlyle 
himself would refuse, and the reasons which he alleged 
might have made a less resolute woman pause before 
she committed herself further It would never answer, 
he said, ‘two households could not live as if they were 
one, and he would never have any right enjoyment of 
his wife’s company till she was all his own’ Mrs. 
Welsh had a large acquaintance. He liked none of 
them, and c her visitors would neither be diminished m 
numbers nor bettered m quality ’ Ho J he must have 
the small house m Edinburgh , and ( the moment he 
was master of a house, the first use he would turn 
it to would be to slam the door against nauseous 
intrusions’ It never occurred to him, as proved too 
fatally to be the case, that he would care little for 
‘the right companionship’ when he had got it; that 
he would be absorbed m his work, that, after all, his 
wife would see but little of him, and that httle too often 
under trying conditions of temper , that her mother’s 
companionship, and the ‘intrusion’ of her mother’s 
old friends, might add more to hgr comfort "than it 
could possibly detract from his own. 
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However deeply she honoured her chosen husband, 
she could not hide from herself that he was selfish — 
extremely selfish He had changed his mind indeed 
about the Edinburgh house almost as soon as he had 
made it up — he was only determined that he would 
not live with Mrs. Welsh. 


Surely (Miss Welsh wrote) you are the most tantalising man 
m the world, and I the most tractable woman This time 
twelvemonth nothing would content you but to hve in the 
country, and though a country life never before attracted my 
desires, it neveitheless became my choice the instant it 
seemed to be yours In truth I discovered a hundred beau- 
ties and properties in it which had hitherto escaped my 
notice , and it came at last to this, that every imagination of 
the thoughts of my heart was love m a cottage continually 
Eh hen f and what then ? A change comes over the spirit 
of your dream While the birds are yet humming, the roses 
blooming, the small buds rejoicing, and everything is m 
summer glory about our ideal cottage, I am called away to 
hve %n prosjpectu m the smoke and bustle and icy coldness 
of Edinburgh Now this I call a trial of patience and 
obedience — and say, could I have complied more readily 
though I had been your wedded wife ten times over ? 
Without a moment’s hesitation, without once looking be- 
hind, without even bidding adieu to my floweis, I took my 
way with you out of our Paradise, to raise another m the 
howhng wilderness A very miracle of love ! Oh mmd of 
man * And this too must pass away Houses and walled 
gardens pass away like the baseless fabric of a vision , and 
lo 1 we are once moie a solitary pair, 4 the world* all before 
us where to choose oyr place of rest ’ Be Piovidenoe our 
guide Suppose we take diffeient roads and try how that 
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answers Thefe is , with 50,000? and a princely lineage, 

and ‘never was out of humoui in her life’ — with such a 
‘ singularly pleasing creature ’ you could hardly fail to find 
yourself admirably well off — while I, on the othei hand, 
might better my fortune in man ? quarters A certain hand- 
some stammeimg Englishman I know of would give his eais 
to carry me away south with him My second cousin, too, 
the doctor at Leeds, has set up a fine establishment, and 
writes to me that ‘ I am the very first of my sex ’ Or, nearer 
home, I have an interesting young widowei m view, who has 
no scruple in making me mother to his three small children, 
blue stocking though I be But what am I talking about ? 
as if we were not aheady mamed, roamed past redemption. 
God knows m that case what is to become of us At times 
I am so disheartened that I sit down and weep. 

Carlyle could just perceive that he had not been 
gracious, that Mrs Welsh’s offer had deserved ‘more 
serious consideration,’ and at least a more courteous 
refusal He could recognise also, proud as he was, that 
he had little to offer m his companionship which would 
be a compensation for the trials which it might brmg 
with it. He again offered to set the lady free. 

To Miss Welsh 

Oh Jane, Jane, your half-jesting enumeration of your 
wooers does anything bub make me laugh A thousand and 
a thousand times I have thought the same thing in deepest 
earnest That you have the power of making many good 
matches is mo secret to me , nay, it would be a piece of news 
for me to learn that I am not the very woist you ever thought 
of. And you add, with the same tearful smile , 6 Aka j we 
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are maiiied already ’ Let me cut off the mteijection, and 
say simply what is tiue, that we are not mairied aheady , 
and do you haeby xeceive fuithei my distinct and delibeiate 
dechiation that it depends on yourself, and shall always 
depend on you* self, whethei ever we be mamed 01 not 
God knows I do not say this m a vulgar spmt of defiance, 
which m oui piesent lelatmn were coaise and ciuel , but 
I say it m the spmt of dismteiested affection foi you, and of 
fear from the lepioaches of my own conscience, should youi 
fair destiny be marred by me, and you wounded m the house 
of your fuend Can you believe it with the good natme 
which I declare it deserves ? It would absolutely give me 
satisfaction to know that you thought yourself entuely fiee 
of all ties to me but those, such as they might be, of jour 
own still lenewed election It is leasonable and right that 
you should be concerned foi youi futuie establishment 
Look lound with calm eyes on the peisons you mention, 01 
may hereafter so mention, and if theie is any one among 
them whose wife you had lathei be — I do not mean whom 
you love bettei than me, but whose wife, all things consideied, 
you had lather be than mine — then I call upon you, I, youi 
brothei and fuend through every fortune, to accept that man 
and leave me to my destiny But if, on the conti ary, my 
heart and my hand, with the banen and perplexed destiny 
which promises to attend them, shall aftei all appeal the 
best that tins pool uoild can offei you, then take me and be 
content with me, and do not vex yourself with stiuggkng 
to altei what is unalteiable — to make a man who is pool and 
sick suddenly become noh and healthy You tell me you 
often weep when you think what is to become of us It is 
unwise m you to weep If you aie leconciled to be my wife 
(not the wife of an ideal me , but the simple actual piosaic 
me), there is nothing Rightful m the future I look into it 
with more and more confidence and composuie Alas ? Jane, 
vol i 23 
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you do not know me It is not the poor unknown rejected 
Thomas Carlyle that you know, but the prospective nch, 
known, and admned I am reconciled to my fate as it 
stands, or promises to stand ere long I have pronounced 
the word unpraised m all its cases and numbeis, and find 
not hin g terrific m it, even when it means unmoneyed, and 
even by the mass of his Majesty’s subjects neglected or even 
partially contemned I thank Heaven I have other objects 
m my eye than either their pudding 01 their bieath This 
comes of the circumstance that my appienticeship is ending, 
and yours still going on Oh Jane, I could weep too, foi I 
love you in my deepest heart 

These are hard sayings, my beloved child, but I cannot 
spare them, and I hope, though bittei at first, they may 
not lemam without wholesome influence Do not get angry 
with me Do not I swear I deseive it not Consider this 
as a true ghmpse into my heart which it is good that you 
contemplate with the gentleness and toleiance you have often 
shown me If you judge it fit, 1 will take you to my heaife 
as my wedded wife this veiy week If you judge it fit, I will 
this veiy week foiswear you for ever Moie I cannot do , 
but all this, when I compaie myself with you, it is my duty 
to do Adieu God bless you and have you in his keeping ! 

I am at youi own disposal foi evei and ever, 

T Caelyle 


That Carlyle could contemplate with equanimity 
being unpraised, unmoneyed, and neglected all his life, 
that he required neither the world’s pudding nor its 
breath, and could be happy without them, was pardon- 
able and ^perhaps commendable That he should ex- 
pect another person to share this unmoneyed/ pudding- 
less, and rather forlorn condition^ was scarcely consis- 
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tent with such lofty principles Men may sacrifice 
themselves, if they please, to imagined high duties and 
ambitions, but they have no right to marry wives and 
sacrifice them Nor were these ‘hard sayings which 
could not be spared 9 exactly to the point, when he had 
been roughly and discourteously rejecting proposals 
which would have made his unmoneyed situation of 
less importance 

He had said that Miss Welsh did not know him, 
which was probably true , but it is likely also that he 
did not know himself She answered this last letter of 
his with telling him that she had chosen him for her 
husband, and should not alter hei mind Since this 
was so he immediately said ‘ she had better wed her 
wild man of the woods at once, and come and live with 
him m his cavern m the hope of better days 9 The 
cavern was Scotsbng When it had been proposed that 
he should live with Mrs Welsh at Haddington, he 
would by consenting have spared the separation of 
a mother from an only child, and would not perhaps 
have hurt his own intellect by an effort of self-denial 
It appeared impossible to him, when Mrs Welsh was m 
question, that two households could go on together 
He was positive that he must be master m his own 
house, free from noise and interruption, and have fire 
and brimstone cooked for him if he pleased to order it 
But the two households were not, it seemed, incom- 
patible when one of them was his own family If Miss 
Welsh would come to him at Scotsbng, ‘ he would be a 
new man, 5 ‘the bitterness of life would pass* away like 
a forgotten tempest, 5 and he and she * would walk m 
blight weather thenceforward 5 to the end of their 

23—2 
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existence This, too, was a mere delusion The cause 
of his unrest was m himself, he would cany with him 
wherever he might go or be, the wild passionate spirit, 
feveied with burning thoughts, which would make 
peace impossible, and cloud the fairest weather with 
intei mittent tempests Scotsbng would not have 
frightened Miss Welsh She must have perceived his 
inconsistency, though she did not allude to it But if 
Carlyle had himself and his work to consider, she had 
her mothei Her answer was very beautiful 

To Thomas Carlyle. 

Were happiness the thing chiefly to be cared for in this 
world, I would put my hand m yours now, as you say, and 
so cub the knot of oui destiny But oh 1 have you not told 
me a thousand times, and my conscience tells me also, that 
happmess is a secondary consLdeiation ? It must not, must 
not, be sought out of the path of duty Should I do well to 
go into Paiadise myself, and leave the mother who boie me 
to bieak her heart i She is looking foiward to my marriage 
with a more tranquil mind m the hope that oui sepaiation is 
to be but nominal — that, by living wheie my husband lives, 
she may at least have every moment of my society which he 
can spare And how would it be possible not to disappoint 
her of this hope if I went to leside with your people m 
Annandale? Her piesence theie would be a perpetual 
cloud For the sake of all concerned, it would be necessary 
to keep her quio apait from us, yet so neai 1 She would be 
the most wretched of motheis, the most desolate woman m 

1 Templand, where Mrs "Welsh was to lrve if she returned to her 
father, was about fifteen miles from Ecclefechan 
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the world Oh ! is it for me to make her so'? me who am so 
unspeakably deal to hei m spite of all hei capnce, who am 
hei only, only child, and she a widow ? I love you, Mr 
Carlyle, tenderly, devotedly But I may not put my mother 
away fiom me, even foi youi sake I cannot do it I have 
lam awake whole nights trying to leconcile this act with my 
conscience But my conscience will have nothing to say to 
it — lejects it with indignation 
What is to be done, then ? Indeed, I see only one way 
to escape out of all these perplexities Be patient with me 
while I tell you what it is My mother, like myself, has 
ceased to feel any contentment m this hateful Haddington, 
and is bent on disposing of oui house here as soon as may 
be, and hning one elsewheie Why should it not be the 
vicinity of Edmbuigh after all ? and v hy should not you 
live with your wife m youi mother’s house ? Because, you 
say, my mothei would never have the giace to like }ou, or 
let you live with her m peace , because you could never 
have any light enjoyment of my society, so long as you had 
me not all to yourself , and finally because you must and will 
4 have a dooi of youi own to slam m the face of all nauseous 
mtiusions These aie objections which sound fatal to my 
scheme , but I am gieatly mistaken if they aie not more 
sound than substance My mother would like you, assuredly 
she would, if you came to live with hei as hei son Hei 
terror is lest, through youi means, she should be made 
childless, and a weak imagination that you regard her 
with disrespect — both which locks of offence would be re- 
moved by this one concession Besides, as my wedded 
husband, you would appeal to her in a new light Her 
maternal affection, of which there is abundance at the 
bottom of her heait, would of necessity extend."itself to him 
with whom I was become inseparably connected , and meie 
common sense would picsnibe % kind motherly behaviour as 
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the only expedient to make the best of what could tx 6 longei 
be helped. 

The arrangement was at least as reasonable as that 
which he had himself proposed, and Carlyle* who was 
so passionately attached to his own mother, might have 
been expected to esteem and sympathise with Miss 
Welsh’s affection for hers At Scotsbng he would have 
had no door of his own 4 to slam against nauseous in- 
trusions,’ his father, as long as he lived, would be 
master in his own house , while the self-control which 
would have been required of him, had he resided with 
Mrs Welsh as a son-in-law, would have been a discipline 
which his own character especially needed. But he 
knew he was ‘ gey ill to deal wi’ ’ His own family were 
used to him, and he m turn respected them, and could, 
within limits, conform to their ways From others he 
would submit to no interference He knew that he 
would not, and that it would be useless for him to try 
He felt that he had not considered Mrs Welsh as he 
ought to have done ; but his consideration, even after 
he had recognised his fault, remained a most restricted 
quantity 


To Miss Welsh . 


April % 1826 

As we think mostly of our own wants and wishes alone 
m this loyal project, I had taken no distinct account of 
your mother I merely remembered the text of Senpture, 
‘ Thou shaltr leave thy father and mother and cleave unto 
thy husband, and thy desire shall be .towards him all the 
days of thy life’ I imagined perhaps she might go to 
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Dumfriesshire and gratify her heart by increasing the accom- 
modations of her father, which she would then have ample 

means to do , peihaps that she might even 1 m short, 

that she might anange hei destiny m many ways m which 
my presence must be a hindrance rather than a furtheiance 
Here 1 was selfish and thoughtless I might have known 
that the love of a mother to hei only child is mdestiuctible 
and irreplaceable , that forcibly to cut asunder such was 
cruel and unjust 

Perhaps, as I have told you, I may not yet have got to 
the bottom of this new plan so completely as I wished , but 
there is one thing that strikes me more and more the longer 
I think of it — this, the grand objection of all objections, the 
head and front of offence, the soul of all my counterplead- 
ing — an objection which is too likely to overset the whole 
project It may be stated in a word ‘ The man should bear 
rule m (he house , and not the woman ’ This is an eternal 
axiom, the law of nature, which no mortal departs from 
unpunished I have meditated on this many yeais, and 
every day it grows plainer to me I must not, and I cannot, 
live in a house of which I am not head I should be mise- 
rable myself, and make all about me miserable Think not 
this comes of an imperious tempei, that I shall be a haish 
and tyrannical husband to thee God forbid » But it is 
the nature of a man, if he is controlled by anything but his 
own leason, that he feels himself degiaded and incited, be it 
justly or not, to rebellion and discoid It is the nature of a 
woman agam (for she is entnely passive, not active) to cling 
to the man for support and direction, to comply with his 
humours and feel pleasure in domg so, simply because they 
are his, to reverence while she loves him, to conquer him not 
by her foice, but by hei weakness, and perhaps* the cunning 


1 He probably was going to say ' marry again,’ but checked himself 
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gipsy, to command him by obeying him Tour mother 
is of all women the best calculated foi being a wife, and the 
woist for being a husband I know hei, peihaps bettei 
than she thinks , and it is not without affection and sincere 
esteem that I have seen the fundamental structure of her 
ehaiactei, and the many Lght capacious half giaces, half 
follies, that spoit on the suiface of it I could even fancy 
that she might lo\e me also and feel happy beside me, if 
her own true and kindly character were to come into fair 
and free communion with mine, which she might then find 
was neither false noi cruel any more than hei own But 
this could only be (I will speak it out at once and boldly, 
for it is the quiet and kind conviction of my judgment, not 
the conceited and selfish conviction of my vanity) — this 
could only be m a situation wheie she looked up to me, rut 
I to hei 

Now think, Liebchen, whether yoni mothei will consent 
to forget hei own liches and my poverty, and unceitam, 
more piobably my scanty, income, and consent, m the spirit 
of Christian meekness, to make me her guaidian and director 
and be a second wife to hei daughter’s husband If she can, 
then I say she is a noble woman, and in the name of truth 
and affection let us all live togethei and be one household 
and one heart, till death or her own choice pait us If she 
cannot, which will do anything but surprise me, then also the 
other thing cannot be, must not be , and foi her sake no less 
than for yorns and mine we must think of something else 

The Greek chorus would have shaken its head 
ominously, and ntteied its musical cautions, over the 
temper displayed m this letter Yet it is perfectly 
true that Carlyle would have been an unbearable 
inmate of any house, except his father’s, where his 
will was not absolute 5 Gey ill to deal wi’,’ as his 
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mother said The condition which he made was per- 
haps not so much as communicated to Sirs Welsh, 
for whom it would have furnished anothei text for a 
warning seimon The ‘judicious desperation’ which 
Carlyle recommended to her daughtei brought hei to 
submit to going to live at Scotsbng Under the cir- 
cumstances Mis Welsh, m desperation too, decided 
that the marriage should be celebrated immediately and 
an end made She comfoited herself with the thought 
that being at Templand with her father, she would at 
least be within reach, and could visit Scotsbng as 
often as she pleased Here, however, new difficulties 
aiose Cailyle, it seems, had made the pioposition 
without so much as consulting his father and mother 
They at least, if not he, weie sensible, when they 
heard of it, of the unfitness of their household to 
receive a lady bi ought up as Miss Welsh had been 
‘ Even m summer,’ they said, c it would be difficult foi 
her to live at Scotsbng, and m winter impossible," 
while the notion that Mrs Welsh should ever be a 
visitor there seemed as impossible to Cailyle himself 
He had delibeiately intended to bring his wife into a 
circle wheie the suggestion of her mother’s appearance 
vas too extravagant to be entei tamed 

You have misconceived (he said) the condition of Scots- 
bng and our only possible means of existence theie You 
talk of your mothei visiting us By day and mght it would 
astonish hei to see this household Oh, no Yo;u mother 
must not visit mine What good were it ? By an utmost 
exertion on the part of both they might learn, perhaps, 
to toleiate each other, more piobably to pity and partially 
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dislike each other Better than mutual tolerance I could 
anticipate nothing from them The mere idea of such a 
visit argued too plainly that you knew nothing of the family 
circle in which, for my sake, you were ready to take a place 

It is sad to read such woids Carlyle pretended 
that he knew Mrs Welsh Human creatures are not 
all equally unreasonable , and he knew as little of her 
as he said that her daughter knew of Scotsbng The 
two mothers, when the family connection brought them 
together, respected each other, could meet without 
difficulty, and part with a mutual regaid which increased 
with acquaintance Had the incompatibility been as 
real as he supposed, Carlyle’s strange oblivion both of 
his intended wife’s and his wife’s mother’s natural 
feelings would still be without excuse 

His mind was fixed, as men’s minds are apt to be 
m such circumstances He chose to have his own 
way, and since it was impossible for Miss Welsh to 
hve at Scotsbng, and as he had on his side determined 
that he would not hve with Mrs Welsh, some alterna- 
tive had to be looked for Once more he had an 
opportunity of showing his defective perception of 
common things Mrs Welsh had resolved to leave 
Haddington and to give up her house there imme- 
diately The associations of the place after her 
daughtei was gone would necessarily be most painful 
All her friends, the social circle of which she had 
been the centre, regarded the marriage with Carlyle 
as an extraordinary mesalhance To them he was 
known only as an eccentric farmer’s son without 
profession or prospects, and their pity or their sym- 
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pathy would be alike distressing She had herself 
found him moody, violent, and imperious, and she at 
least could only regard his conduct as utterly selfish 
Men m the situation of lovers often are selfish It is 
only m novels that they are heroic or even considerate 
It occurred to Carlyle that since Mrs Welsh was going 
away the house at Haddington would do well for him- 
self There it stood, ready provided with all that was 
necessary He recollected that Edinburgh was noisy 
and disagreeable, Haddington quiet, and connected with 
his own most pleasant recollections It might have 
occurred to him that under such altered circumstances, 
where she would be surrounded by a number of ac- 
quaintances, to every one of whom her choice appeared 
like madness. Miss Welsh might object to living there 
as much as her mother She made her objections as 
delicately as she could , but he pushed them aside as if 
they were mere disordered fancies, and the fear of 
'nauseous intrusions, 5 which had before appeared so 
dreadful to him, he disposed of with the most sum- 
mary serenity ' To me, 5 he calmly wrote, * among the 
weightier evils and blessings of existence, the evil of 
impertinent visitors, and so forth, seems but a small 
drop of the bucket, and an exceedingly little thing I 
have nerve m me to despatch that sort of deer for ever 
by dozens m the day 5 

' That sort of deei 5 were the companions who had 
giown up beside Miss Welsh for twenty years She 
was obliged to tell him peiemptonly that she would 
not hear of this plan. It would have been happier and 
perhaps better both {or her and for him had she taken 
warning from the unconscious exhibition which he had 
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made of his mnei nature After forty years of life with 
him — forty years of splendid labour, m which his 
essential conduct had been pure as snow, and un- 
blemished by a serious fault, when she saw him at 
length rewarded by the honour and admnation of 
Europe and America — she had to preach nevertheless 
to hex younger friends as the sad lesson of her own ex- 
perience, c My dear, whatevei you do, never marry a 
man of genius 5 The mountain-peaks of intellect aie 
no homes foi quiet people Those who are cuised or 
blessed with lofty gifts and lofty purposes may be gods 
m their glory and their gieatness, but axe rarely toler- 
able as human companions Carlyle consented to drop 
the Haddington pioposal, not, however, without showing 
that he thought Miss Welsh less wise than he had 
hoped 

The vacant house at Haddington (he said) occurred to 
my recollection like a soib of godsend expiessly suited to 
our purpose It seemed so easy, and on othei accounts so 
indispensable, to let it stand undisposed of for another year, 
that I doubted not a moment but the whole matter was 
ananged If it turned out, which I reckoned to be impos- 
sible if you weie not distracted m mind, that you really 
liked better to front the plashes and puddles and the thou- 
sand inclemencies of Scotsbng through winter than live 
anothei six months m the house where you had lived all 
your days, it was the simplest process imaginable to stay 
where we were The loss was but of a few months’ rent for 
your mothei’s house, and the certainty it gave ns made its 
great gam'' Even yet I cannot, with the whole fcice of my 
vast intellect, understand how my pi eject has failed I wish 
not to undervalue your objections to the place, or your 



WIGHT MAN, THE HEDGER 365 

opinion on any subject whatever, bnfc I confess my inability 
with my present knowledge to leconcile tins very peremptoiy 
distaste with your usual good sense 

Again the plans weie all astiay An Annandale 
cottage was once moie thought of, and once moie, again, 
the difference m point of view became piomment 

I should have 2007 to begin with (Carlyle said), and 
many an honest couple has begun with less I know that 
wives aie supported, some m peace and dignity, others m 
contention and disgrace, according to their wisdom or their 
folly, on all mcomes from 147 a year to 200,0007 , and I 
trusted m Jane Welsh, and still trust m her, foi good sense 
enough to accommodate hei wants to the means of the man 
she has chosen before all others, and to live with him con- 
tented on whatever it should please Providence to allot him, 
keeping within then revenue, not struggling to get with- 
out it, and therefore rich, by whatever arithmetical symbol, 
whether tens, hundieds, or thousands, by which that same 
revenue might be expiessed This is not impossible, or even 
very difficult, provided the will be truly there Say what 
we hke, it is m general our stupidity that makes us straitened 
or contemptible The sum of money is a very secondary 
mattei One of the happiest, most piaiseworthy, and really 
most enviable families on the earth at piesent lives within 
two bowshots of me — that of Wightman, the litdgei — on the 
produce of fifteenpence per diem, which the man earns 
peacefully with his mattock and bill, not counting himself 
any philosophei for so doing Their cottage on our hill is as 
tidy as a cabinet They have a black-eyed boy whom few 
squires c^p parallel Their gvtnel is always full of meal 
The man is a true, honest, most visely conditioned man, 
an eldei of the congregation, and meekly but firmly per- 
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suaded that fie shall go to heaven when his hedging here 
below is done What want these knaves that a king should 
have? 

If Carlyle had looked into the economies of the 
Wight man household, he would have seen that the 
wife made her own and her husband’s and the child’s 
clothes, that she cooked the meals, swept and cleaned 
the house that was f tidy as a cabinet,’ washed the 
flannels and the linen, and weeded the garden when 
she required fresh air — that she worked in fact at severe 
bodily labour from sunrise to sunset Had he inquired 
into this, it is possible (though it would have depended 
on his mood) that he might have asked himself whether 
Miss Welsh, setting aside her education and habits, 
was physically capable of these exertions, and whether 
he had a right to expect her to undertake them 
Happily neither she nor her mother had completely 
parted with their senses They settled the matter at 
last m their own fashion The Haddington establish- 
ment was broken up They moved to Edinburgh, and 
took the house m Comely Bank which Carlyle mentioned 
Mrs Welsh undertook to pay the rent, and the Had- 
dington furniture was carried thither She proposed to 
remain there with her daughter till October, and was 
then to remove finally to her father’s house at Templand, 
where the ceremony was to come off Carlyle when 
once married and settled m Edinburgh would be m the 
way of any employment which might offer for him 
At Comely Bank, at any rate, Mrs Welsh could be 
received occasionally as a visitor For immediate 
expenses of living there was Carlyle’s 200Z., and such 
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additions to it as lie could earn Miss Wdlsh recovered 
hope and spirit, and wrote m June from the new home, 
describing it and its position. 

It is by no means everything one might wish (she said) 5 
but it is by much the most suitable that could be got, 
particularly m situation, being within a few minutes’ walk of 
the town, and at the same time well out of its &moke and 
bustle Indeed it would be quite countiy-lookmg, only that 
it is one of a range , for there is a teal flower garden in 
front, ovei shadowed by a fair »pieadmg tree, while the 
windows look out on the greenest helds with never a street 
to be seen As for intend accommodation, there are a 
dinrng 100m and a diawmg 100m, thiee sleeping rooms, a 
kitchen, and more closets than I can see the least occasion 
for unless you design to be another Blue Beard So you 
see we shall have apartments enough, on a small scale indeed, 
almost laughably small , but if this is no objection m youi 
eyes, neither is it any m mine 

Carlyle was supremely satisfied The knotty problem 
which had seemed so hopeless was now perfectly solved 

To Miss Welsh 

Scotsbrig July 19, 1826 

It is thus the mind of man can learn to command the 
most complex destiny, and like an experienced steersman (to 
speak m a most original figure) to steer its barque through 
all imaginable cunents, undeicunents, quicksands, leefs, 
and stormy weather Heie aie two swallows in the cornel of 
my window that have taken a house (not at Comely Bank) 
this sumnfer , and m spite of drought and bad ciops, aie 
bringing up a family together with the highest contentment 
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and unity of soul Surely, surely, Jane Welsh and Thomas 
Oarlyle heie as they stand have m them conjunctly the 
wisdom ot many swallows Let them exercise it then, in 
Gods name, and live happy as these buds of passage are 
doing It is not natuie that made men unhappy, but then 
own despicable peiveisifres The Deuce is m the people i 
Have they not food and raiment fit for all the wants of the 
body , and wives, and childien, and biotheis, and parents, 
and holiest duties foi the wants of the soul ? What ails 
them then, the ninnies ? Their vanity, their despicable, 
very despicable self-conceit , conjoined with, or rather 
grounded on, then lowness of mind They want to be 
happy, and by happiness they mean pleasure, a senes of 
passive enjoyments If they had a quartei of an eye they 
would see that theie not only was not, but could not be such 
a thmg m God’s creation I often seriously thank this 
otherwise very infernal distempei foi having helped to teach 
me these things They are not to be learned without sore 
affliction Happy he to whom even affliction will teach them I 
And here ends my piesent lecture 

The great business having been once arranged, the 
rest of the summer flew swiftly by c G-erman Romance 
was finished, and paid for the marriage expenses 
The world was taken into confidence by a formal 
announcement of what was impending Miss Welsh, 
writing for the first time to hei relations, sent a 
description of her intended husband to the wife of her 
youngest uncle, Mrs George Welsh She was not 
blinded by affection — no one ever less so m her circum- 
stances J have not kept back what I believe to have 
been faults m Carlyle, and the lady to whom he was to 
be married knew what they weie better than anyone 
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else can know , yet here was her deliberate opinion of 
him — He stood there such as he had made himself a 
peasant’s son who had mn about baiefoot m Eccle- 
fechan street, with no outward advantages, worn with 
many tioubles bodily and mental His life had been 
pure and without spot He was an admirable son, a 
faithful and affectionate bi other, m all private relations 
blamelessly innocent He had splendid talents, which 
he lather felt than understood , only he was determined, 
m the same high spirit and duty which had governed 
his personal conduct, to use them well, whatever they 
might be, as a trust committed to him, and never, 
never to sell his soul by ti a veiling the primrose path to 
wealth and distinction If honoui came to him, honour 
was to come unsought I feel as if m dwelling on his 
wilfulness 

I did him wiong, bemg so majestical, 

To offer him the show of violence 

But I learnt my duty fiom himself to paint him 
as he was, to keep back nothing and extenuate nothing 
I never knew a man whose reputation, take him for 
all m all, would emeige less scathed from so hard a 
scrutiny 

Miss Welsh’s letter was sent to Carlyle after her 
death m 1866 It came to him, as he said, ‘as a 
flash of radiance from above ’ One or two slight 
notes which he attached are marked with his initials, 

T. C. 

To Mrs George Welsh , Boreland , Dumfries 

m 

m Templand September, 1826 

My dear Mrs Welsh, — You must think me just about 
\ol 1 24 
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the most faithless character m the nation , but I know, my- 
self, that I am far from being so bad as I seem The truth 
is, the many stiange things I have had to do and think of m 
late months left me no leisure of mind foi wilting mere 
complimentary letters , but still you, as well as others of my 
friends, have not been remembered by me with the less 
kindness that you have seen no expiession of my lemem- 
biance on paper So pray do not go to entertain any haid 
thoughts of me, my good little aunt, seeing that at bottom I 
deserve nothing but loving-kindness at your hands Better 
add a spice of long-suffenng to youi loving-kindness, which 
will make us the very best friends m the world 

It were no news to you what a momentous matter I have 
been busied with * Not to know that would aigue yourself un- 
known 1 For a marnage is a topic suited to the capacities of 
all living , and m this, as in every other known instance, has 
been made the most of But, forasmuch as much bieath has 
been wasted on ‘ my situation,’ I have my own doubts whether 
they have given you any right idea of it They would tell 
you, I should suppose, first and foiemost, that my intended is 
poor (for that it requires no great depth of sagacity to dis- 
cover) , and in the next place, most likely, indulge in some 
enticisms scarce flattering on his birth , 1 the more likely if 
their own birth happened to be mean or doubtful , and if 
they happened to be vulgar fine people with disputed pre- 
tensions to good looks they would to a certainty set him 
down as unpolished and ill-looking But a hundred chances 
to one they would not tell you he is among the cleverest 
men of his day— and not the cleverest only, but the most 

1 * G-racie, of Dumfries, kind of “genealogist by trade,” had marked 
long since (oi his own accord, not knowing me) my grandfather to be 
lmeally descended from the “ first Lord Carlyle,” and brings us down 
from the brother of the murdered Duncan ' E Vhat laughing my darling 
and I had when that document arrived — T 0 * 
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enlightened , that he possesses all the qualities I deem 
essential in my husband — a warm, true heait to love me, a 
towering intellect to command me, and a spirit of file to be 
the guiding sfcai of my life 1 Excellence of this soib always 
requires some degree of superiority m those who duly appie- 
ciate it In the eyes of the canaille , poor soulless wretches, 
it is mere foolishness , and it is only the canaille who babble 
about other people’s affairs 

Such, then, is this future husband of mine — not a great 
man according to the most common sense of the word, but 
tiuly great m its natuial proper sense a scholar, a poet, a 
philosopher, a wise and noble man, one 6 who holds Ins patent 
of nobihty from Almighty God,’ and whose L gh statute of 
manhood is not to be measured by the inch lule of Ldiiputs 
Will you like him ? No matter whether you do or not, 
since I like him m the deepest part of my soul 3 

I woi Id mvite you to my wedding if I meant to invite 
anyone , but to my taste such ceremonies cannot be too 
private Besides by making distinctions amongst my lela- 
tions on the occasion, I should be suie to give offence , and 
by God’s blessing I will have no one there who does not feel 
kindly both towards him and me 

My affectionate xegards to my uncle , a kiss to wee John , 
and believe me always, 

Your sincere fnend and dutiful niece, 

Jake Welsh 3 

The wedding day drew on , not without (as was 

1 * Alas f alas f — T 0 * 

4 ‘ G-od bless thee, dear one ! — T C * 

a ‘Letter read now — January 24, 1868— after a sleepless night withal 
such as has too often be£*hen latteily, cuts mo thiough the soul with 
inexpressible feelings — remorse no small portion of them Oh * my ever 

dear one 1 How was all this fulfilled for thee fulfilled 1 ! — T C * 

24 — 2 
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natural) more than the usual nervousness on both sides 
at the irrevocable step which was about to be ventured 
Carlyle knew too well * that he was a perverse mortal 
to deal with/ c that the best resolutions made shipwreck 
m practice/ and that 6 it was a chance if any woman 
could be happy with him’ I * * 4 The brightest moment 
of his existence/ as m anticipation he had regarded 
his marriage, was within three weeks of him, yet he 
found himself 6 splenetic, sick, sleepless, void of faith, 
hope, and charity — m short, altogether bad and worth- 
less 5 c I trust Heaven I shall be better soon/ he said , 
‘ a certain incident otherwise will wear a quite original 
aspect 5 Clothes had to be provided, gloves thought 
of. Scotch custom not recognising hcences m such 
cases, required that the names of the intended pair 
should be pioclaimed in their respective churches , and 
this to both of them was intolerable They were to be 
married m the morning at Templand, and to go the 
same day to Comely Bank 

Carlyle, thrifty always, considered it might be ex- 
pedient * to take seats m the coach from Dumfries 5 
The coach would be safer than a carriage, more certain 
of arriving, &c So nervous was he, too, that he wished 
his brother John to accompany them on their journey — 
at least part of the way In her mind the aspect of 
the affair varied between tragic and comic, Carlyle’s 
troubles over the details being ludicrous enough 

I am resolved m spirit (she said), and even joyful — joyful 

in the face of the dreaded ceremony, of starvation, and of 

every homble fate Oh, my dearest ^friend, be always so 

good to me, and I shall make thS best and happiest wife. 
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When I read m your looks and woids that you love me, then 
I care not one straw for the whole universe besides But 
when you fly from me to smoke tobacco, or speak of me as a 
mere circumstance of youi lot, then indeed my heart is 
troubled about many things 

Miss Welsh, too, as well as Carlyle, had a fiery 
temper When provoked she was as haid as flint, with 
possibilities of dangerous sparks of fire She knew her 
tendencies and made the best resolutions — 

I am going really to be a very meek-tempered wife (she 
wrote to him) Indeed, I am begun to be meek-tempeied 
akeady My aunt tells me she could live for ever with me 
without quarrelling, I am so reasonable and equable in my 
humour Theie is sometlung to gladden your heart withal 
And more than this, my giandfather observed, while I was 
supping my porridge last mght, that 4 she was really a douce 
peaceable lx>dy that Pen ’ Do you perceive, my good sn, the 
fault will be wholly your own if we do not get on most har- 
moniously together 

The grandfather, as Carlyle was coming into his 
family, was studying what he had alieady written 

My grandfather (she added) has been particularly pic- 
turesque these two days On coming down stairs on Sunday 
evening I found him pormg over 4 Wilhelm Meister ’ 4 A 
stiange choice,’ I observed, by way of taking the first word 
with him, 4 foi Sunday reading 1 He answered me quite 
sharply , 4 Hot at all, miss , the book is a very good book , it 
is all about David and Gokah ’ • 

• 

Jest as she would, however, Miss Welsh was 
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frightened and Carlyle was frightened The coach 
suggestion had sent a shiver through her They com- 
forted one another as if they weie going to be executed 

To Thomas Gai lyle 

Templand October 10 

You desired me to answer youi letter on Thursday, but I 
have waited anothei post that I might do it bettei, if indeed 
any good thing is to be said undei such horrid circumstances 
Oh do, foi Heaven’s sake, get into a moie benignant humoui, 
01 the incident will not only weai a very original aspect, but 
likewise a veiy heart-biealang one I see not how I am to 
go through with it I turn quite sick at the thought But 
it weie Job’s comfoit to vex you with my anxieties and 
‘ seveie affection ’ I will lathei set before you, by way of 
encouiagement, that the puigatory will soon be past, and 
would speak peace where theie is no peace, only that you 
would easily see thiough such affected philosophy There is 
nothing for us then but, like the Annan congiegation, to 
pray to the Lord 

I have said that I delayed writing that I might do it moie 
satisfactorily for this reason I expected to know last night 
when my mothei is to come from Edinbuigh, m which case 
I should have been able to name some day, though not so 
eaily a one as that pioposed , but alas ! alas 1 my mothei is 
dilatoiy and unceitam as ever, and the only satisfaction I can 
gi\e you at this tune is to piomise I will soon wiite again 
What has taken hei to Edinbuigh so inopportunely 1 to set 
some fractions of women cuttmg out white gowns, a thing 
vlnch might have been done with all convenience when we 
weie theie last month But some people are wise, and some 
are otherwise, and I shall be glad to get £he gowns any way, 
for I should like ill to put you to chaige m that article for a 
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very gifeat while Besides, you know it woulfi. be a bad omen 
to marry m mourning When I first put it on, six years 
ago, 1 I thought to wear it for ever , but I have found a 
second father, and it were ungrateful not to show, even 
externally, how much I rejoice m him 

I fear you must be proclaimed to your own parish Pity, 
since you are so ashamed of me ! but I will enlighten you 
on that head also in my next 

With respect to the journey part of the business, I loudly 
declare for running the risk of being stuck up part of the 
way (which at this season of the year is next to none) lathei 
than undergo the unheard-of horror of being thrown into the 
company of strangers m such severe circumstances, or possibly, 
which would be still worse, of some acquaintance m the stage 
coach For the same reason I prohibit John from going 
with us an inch of the load , and he must not thank there is 
any unkmdness in this 1 hope your mother is praying for 
me Give her my affectionate regaids 

Jajns Welsh 

Carlyle, on his side, tried to allay his fears of what 
Miss Welsh called e the odious ceremony ’ by reading 
Kant, and had reached the hunched and fiftieth page of 
the * Kntik der remen Vernunft, 5 when he found that it 
was too abstruse for his condition, and that Scott’s 
novels would answer better With this assistance he 
tried to look more cheerfully on the adventure 

After all (he said) I believe we take this impending cere- 
mony fai too much to heart Bless me ! Have not many 
people been mai ned before now ? and were they not all earned 
thiough with some measuie of Christian comfocwt , and taught 


1 For her father She had worn mourning ever since 
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to see that mamage was simply nothing — but marriage? 
Take com age, then, and let no i cold shudder’ come over 
you , and call not this an odious ceiemony, but lather a 
blessed oidmanee sanctioning by eaithly laws what is already 
sanctioned m heaven , uniting two souls foi woildly joy and 
woe winch in God’s sight have chosen one anothei fiom 
amongst all men Can any load be dark which is leading 
thithei ? You will see it will be all ‘ smooth as oil,’ notwith- 
standing our forebodings Consider Goethe’s saying, ‘We 
look on oui scholais as so many swimmeis, each of whom m 
the element that thieatened to devour him, unexpectedly feels 
himself borne up and able to make piogiess , and so it is 
with all that man undertakes ’ — with mamage as with othei 
things By all reasons, therefoie, Geiman and Enghsh, I 
call on you to be composed in spirit, and to feai no evil m 
this really blessed matter 

To youi anangements about the journey and the other 
items of the how and when, I can only answer as becomes me 
Be it as thou hast said Let me know youi will and it shall 
be my pleasure And so by the blessing of Heaven we shall 
roll along side by side with the speed of post-horses till we 
arrive at Comely Bank I shall only stipulate that you will 
let me, by the load, as occasion senes, smolce three cigars 
without criticism or reluctance, as things essential to my 
pei feet contentment Yet if you object to this article, think 
not that I will break off the match on that account, but 
rather, like a dutiful husband, submit to the everlasting 
ordmance of Piovidence, and let my wife have hei way 

You are very kind, and moie just than I have reason to 
expect, in imputing my ill-natured speeches (foi which 
Heaven foigive me) to their true cause — a disordeied ner- 
vous system - Believe me, Jane, it is not I, but the Devil 
speaking out of me, which could uttei rone haish word to a 
heart that so little deserves it Oh, I were blind and 
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wretched if I could make thee unhappy But it will not and 
shall not be, for I am not naturally a villain , and at bottom 
I do love you well And so when we ha\e learnt to know 
each othei as we are, and got all oui arrangements accom- 
plished and our household set m oidei, I dare promise you 
that it will all be well, and we shall live fai happiei than we 
have ever hoped Sickness is the ongin, but no good cause, 
of mdisciimmatmg spleen , if we aie wise we must learn, if 
not to resist, at least to evade its influences — a science in 
which even I m the midst of my own establishment fancy I 
have made some progiess, and despan not of making moie 

As to the proclamation, on which I expect }oui advice, 
I protest I had rather be proclaimed m all the parish churches 
of the empne than miss the little bnde I have in my eye 
whom I see not how I am to do without So get the gowns 
made leady and loiter not, and tell me, and in a twink- 
ling me voila f Thank your aunt foi her kind invitation, 
which I do not refuse or accept till the next letter, waiting 
to see how matters turn I was suiely born to be a Bedonm 
Without fieedom 6 1 should soon die and do nocht ava ’ My 
chosen abode is m my own house m pieference to the 
palace of Windsor , and next to this shall I not, with the 
man m the play, take my ease at mine mn ? 

My mother’s players (to speak with all senousness) are, I 
do believe, not wantmg either to you or to me, and if the 
smceie wishes of a true soul can have any virtue, we shall 
not want a blessing She bids me send you the kindest 
message I can contrive, which I send by itself without con- 
trivance She says she will have one good greet when we 
set off, and then he at peace Now then what remams but 
that you appoint the date, that you look forward to it with 
tiust m jue and trust in yourself, and come w*th trust to 
your husband’s arms *and heait, there to abide through all 
chances for ever ? Oh, we are two ungrateful wretches, o) 
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we should be f happy Write soon, and love me f&r ever t 
and so goodnight, mem Herzemkmd Thine auf ewig , 

T Carlyle 

So the long drama came to its conclusion The 
banns were published, the clothes made, the gloves 
duly provided The day was the 17th of October, 1826 
Miss Welsh’s final letter, informing Carlyle of the de- 
tails to be observed was humorously headed, ‘ The last 
Speech and marrying Words of that unfortunate 
young womans Jane Bailhe Welsh 9 

Truly (answered Carlyle), a most delightful and swanlike 
melody is in them — a tenderness and warm devoted trust 
worthy of such a maiden bidding farewell to the unmamed 
3 arth of which she was the fauest ornament Let us pray 
to God that oui holy purpose is not frustrated Let us 
tiust m Him and in each other, and fear no evil that can 
befall us 

They were married at Templand m the quietest 
fashion, John Carlyle the only other person present ex- 
cept Miss Welsh’s family Breakfast over, they drove 
off, not in the coach, but m a post-chaise, and without 
the brother. No delays or difficulties befell them on the 
road Whether Carlyle did or did not smoke his three 
cigars remains unrecoided In the evening they arrived 
safely at Comely Bank 

Regrets and speculations on c the might have beens * 
of life are proverbially vam Nor is it certain that 
there is anything to regret The married life of 
Carlyle and Jane Welsh was not happy m the* roseate 
sense of happiness In the fret ancl chafe of daily life 
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the sharp edges of the facets of two diarflonds remain 
keen, and they never wear into surfaces which har- 
moniously correspond A man and a woman of excep- 
tional originality and genius are proper mates for one 
another only if they have some other object before them 
besides happiness, and are content to do without it 
For the forty years which these two extraordinary 
peisons lived together, their essential conduct to the 
world and to each other was sternly upright They had 
to encounter poverty m its most threatening aspect — 
poverty which they might at any moment have escaped 
if Carlyle would have sacrificed his intellectual integrity, 
would have earned his talents to the market, and writ- 
ten down to the level of the multitude If he flagged, 
it was his wife who spurred him on ; nor would she ever 
allow him to do less than his very best She never 
flattered anyone, least of all her husband, and when 
she saw cause for it the sarcasms flashed out from her as 
the sparks fly from lacerated steel Carlyle, on his side, 
did not find m his mamage the miraculous transforma- 
tion of nature which he had promised himself He 
remained lonely and dyspeptic, possessed by thoughts 
and convictions which struggled m him for utterance, 
and which could be fused and cast into form only (as I 
have heard him say) when his whole mind was like a 
furnace at white heat The work which he has done is 
before the world, and the world has long acknowledged 
what it owes to him It would not have been done as 
well, perhaps it would never have been done at all, if 
he had not had a woman at his side who would bear, 
without resenting it. the outbreaks of his dyspeptic 
humour, and would shield him from the petty troubles 
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of a poor man’s life — from vexations which would have 
nntated him to madness — by her own incessant toil 
The victory was won, but, as of old m Aulis, not 
without a victim Miss Welsh had looked forward to 
being Carlyle’s intellectual companion, to sharing his 
thoughts and helping him with his writings She was 
not overrating her natural powers when she felt herself 
equal to such a position and deserving it The reality 
was not like the dream Poor as they were, she had to 
work as a menial servant She, who had never known 
a wish ungratified for any object which money could 
buy , she, who had seen the rich of the land at her feet, 
and might have chosen among them at pleasure, with 
a weak frame withal which had never recovered the 
shock of her father’s death — she after all was obhged 
to slave like the wife of her husband’s fnend Wight- 
man the hedger, and cook and wash and scour and 
mend shoes and clothes for many a weary year Bravely 
she went through it all, and she would have gone 
through it cheerfully if she had been rewaided with 
ordinary gratitude But if things were done rightly, 
Carlyle did not inquire who did them Partly he was 
occupied, partly he was naturally undemonstrative, and 
partly she m generosity concealed from him the worst 
which she had to bear The hardest part of all was 
that he did not see that there was occasion for any 
special acknowledgment Poor men’s wives had to 
work She was a poor man’s wife, and it was fit and 
natural that she should work He had seen his mother 
and his sifters doing the drudgery of his father’s house- 
hold without expecting to be acbnired for doing it. 
Mrs. Carlyle’s life was entirely lonely, save so far as 
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she had other friends He consulted her judgment 
about his writings, for he knew the value of it, but m 
his conceptions and elaboiations he chose to be always 
by himself He said truly that he was a Bedouin 
When he was at work he could bear no one m the 
room , and at least through middle life, he rode and 
walked alone, not choosing to have his thoughts inter- 
rupted The slightest noise or movement at night 
shattered his nervous system , therefore he required a 
bedroom to himself, thus fiom the first she saw little 
of him, and as time went on less and less , and she, too, 
was human and irritable Cailyle proved, as his mother 
had known him, ill to deal wi’ ’ G-enerous and kind 
as he was at heart, and as he always showed himself 
when he had leisure to reflect, * the Devil,’ as he had 
said, c continued to speak out of him m distempered 
sentences,’ and the bitter arrow was occasionally shot 
back 

Miss Welsh, it is probable, would have passed through 
life more pleasantly had she married someone m her 
own rank of life , Carlyle might have gone through it 
successfully with his mother 01 a sister to look after 
him But, after all is said, tuals and sufferings are 
only to be regretted when they have proved too severe 
to be borne Though the lives of the Carlyles were not 
happy, yet if we look at them fiom the beginning to 
the end they were grandly beautiful Neither of them 
probably under other conditions would have risen to as 
high an excellence as m fact they each achieved , and 
the manj question is not how happy men <w& women 
have been m this world, but what they have made of 
themselves, I well remember the bright assenting 
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laugh with which she once responded to some words of 
mm e when the propriety was being discussed of re lax- 
mg the marriage laws I had said that the true way to 
look at marriage was as a discipline of character* 
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CHAPTER XX, 

AD 1826 MX 31, 

Married life had begun , and the first eighteen months 
of his new existence Carlyle afterwards looked back 
upon as the happiest that he had ever known Yet the 
rest which he had expected did not come immediately 
He could not lest without work, and work was yet to be 
found Men think to mend their condition by a change 
of circumstances They might as well hope to escape 
fiom their shadows His wife was tender, careful, 
thoughtful, patient, but the spirit which possessed her 
husband, whether devil or angel he could hardly tell, 
still left him without peace 

I am still dieadfully confused (he wrote to his mother a 
few days after his amval at Comely Bank), I am still far 
from bemg at home in my new situation, but I ha\e 

leason to say that I have been meicifully dealt with, and if 
an outward man worn with continual haiassmentsand spirits 
wasted with so many agitations would let me see it, that I may 
fairly calculate on bemg far happiei than I have ever been 
The house is a peifect model, furnished with every accommo- 
dation that heart could desne, and for my wife, I may say m 
my heart that she is fai better than any othei wifQ, and loves 
me with a» devotedness which it is a mastery to* me how I 
have ever deserved She is gay and happy as a laik, and 
looks with such soft cheerfulness into my gloomy countenance, 
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that new hope passes over into me every time I meet her eye 
In tiuth I was veiy sullen yesteiday, sick with sleeplessness, 
nervous, bilious, splenetic, and all the rest of it 

His days were spent in solitary wanderings by the 
sad autumnal sea He begged his bi other John to 
come to hnn 

I am all m a maze (he said), scarce knowing the right 
hand from the left m the path I have to walk I am still 
imperfectly supplied with sleep , no wonder theiefoie that my 
sky should be tinged with gloom Meanwhile, tell my 
mother that I do believe I shall get hefted to my new situa- 
tion, and then be one of the happiest men alive Tell hei 
also that by Jane’s expiess lequest I am to lead a seimon and 
a chaptei with commentary, at least every Sabbath morning, 
to my household, also that we are taking seats m church, and 
design to hve soberly and devoutly as beseems us On the 
whole this wife of mine surpasses my hopes She is so 
toleiant, so kind, so cheerful, so devoted to me oh that I 
were worthy of hei » Why am I not happy then ? Alas ! 
Jack, I am bilious I have to swallow salts and oil , the 
physic leaves me pensive yet quiet m heait, and on the whole 
happy enough , but the next day comes a burning stomach 
and a heart full of bitterness and gloom 

The entries m his daily are still more desponding 

December 7, 1826 — My whole life has been a continual 
nightmare, and my awakening will be m hell — Tieok 

There is- just one man unhappy he who is possessed by 
some idea which he cannot convert into action, or still more 
which restrains or withdraws him from action — Goethe. 
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The end of man is an action, not a thought? — Aristotle 

Adam is fabled by the Talmudists to have had a wife 
before Eve she was called Lilith, and then progeny was all 
manner of aquatic and aeiial — devils — Burton 

As he grew more composed, Cailyle thought of 
writing some kmd of didactic novel He could not 
write a novel, any more than he could wnte poetry 
He had no invention His genius was for fact , to lay 
hold on truth, with all his intellect and all his imagina- 
tion He could no more invent than he could lie 
Still he laboured at it m his thoughts, and in the 
intervals he threw himself into a couise of wide and 
miscellaneous reading Sir Thomas Browne, Kaleigh, 
Shaftesbury, Herder, Tieck, Hans Sachs, Werner, Sir 
William Temple, Scahger, Burton, Alison, Mendelssohn, 
Fichte, Schellmg, Kant, Heyne, Italian books, Spanish 
books, French books, occupied or at least distracted 
him, £nd short extracts or observations mark his steps 
as he went along, 

December 3, 1826 — The conclusion of the essay on Um- 
bunal (Sir Thomas Biowne) is absolutely beautiful a still 
elegiac mood, so soft, so deep, so solemn and tender, like the 
song of some departed samt flitting famt under the eveilast- 
mg canopy of night , an echo of deepest meaning ‘ from the 
gieat and famous nations of the dead ’ Browne must have 
been a good man What was his histoiy ? What the real 
form of his character ? Abut adjures 6 He hath gone to 
the greater numbei ’ Two infants reasoning m the womb 
about the nature of this bfe might be no unhandsome type of 
two men reasomng heie about the life that is to come I 
should Eke to know moie of Biowne , but I ought to under- 
stand his time betteralso What are we to make of this old 
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English literature ? Touches of true beauty are thickly 
scattered over these works , great learning, solidity of 
thought , but much, much that now cannot avail any longer 
Cert ainl y the spirit of that age was far better than that of 
ours Is the foim of our literatuie an impiovement intrin- 
sically, or only a foim bettei adapted to oui actual condi- 
tion ? I often thmk the latter Difficulty of speaking on 
these points without affectation We know not what to think, 
and would gladly thmk something very striking and pretty 

Sir Walter Raleigh’s ‘ Advice to his Son,’ worldly wise, 
sharp, far-seeing The motto, ‘ Nothing like getting on ’ Of 
Burghley’s ‘ Advice ’ the motto is the same , the execution, if 
I nghtly remember, is in a gentler and more loving spirit 
Walsmgham’s ‘Manual’ I did not lead These men of 
Elizabeth’s are like so many Romans or Greeks Were we 
to seek for the Csesars, the Ciceros, Pencles, Alcibiades of 
England, we should find them nowhere if not in that eia 
Wheiefore are these things hid, or worse than hid, piesented 
in false tinsel colouis, ongmatmg in affected ignorahce and 
producing affected ignoiance ? Would I knew lightly about 
it and could present it rightly to others For 4 hear, alas t 
this mournful truth, nor hear it with a frown ’ There m 
that old age lies the only true poetical literatuie of England 
The poets of the last age took to pedagogy (Pope and his 
school), and shrewd men they weie , those of the present 
age to ground and lofty tumbling, and it will do your heart 
good to see how they vault 

It is a damnable heresy in criticism to maintain eithei 
expressly oi implicitly that the ultimate object of poetry is 
sensation That of cookeiy is such, but not that of poetry 
Sir Walter Scott is the great intellectual restaurateur of 
Europe B> might have been numbeied among ;bhe Con- 
script Fathers He has chosen the wraer part, and is only 
a huge Publicanus What aie his novels — any one of them ? 
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A bout of champagne, claret, port, or even ale drinking 
Are we wiser, better, holier, stronger ? No We have been 
amused Oh, Sir Walter, thou knowest so well that Vtrtus 
laudatur et alget f Byron — good generous hapless Byron * 
And yet when he died he was only a Kraftmann (Power- 
man as the Geimans call them) Had he lived he would 
have been a poet 

What shall I say of Herdei’s ‘Ideen zur Philosophic 
dei Geschichte dei Menschheit ’ ? An extraordinary book, 
yet one which by no means wholly pleaseth me If Herder 
weie not known as a devout man and clerk, his book would 
be reckoned atheistical Eveiything is the effect of circum- 
stances or organisation Er war was er seyn honnte The 
breath of life is but a higher intensation of light and elec- 
tricity This is surely very dubious, to say no worse of it 
Theones of this and kindred soits defoim his whole woik — 
immortality not shown us, but left us to be hoped for and 
to be believed by faith This world sufficiently explainable 
without refeience to another Strange ideas about the Bible 
and religion , passmg stiange we think them foi a clergy- 
man Must see more of Heider He is a new species in 
some degree 

December 7 — Chateaubriand, Friedrich Schlegel, Werner, 
and that class of man among ourselves, aie one of the 
distinctive features of the tune When Babylon the Great 
is about to be destroyed, hei doom is already appointed 
by infidelity , and religion, too much interwoven with that 
same Babylon, has not yet lisen on her mind, but seems 
lather, only seems, as if about to perish with her A curious 
essay might be written on the customary grounds of human 
belief Yes, it is tiue The decisions of leasotf ( Vernunft ) 
are supefLOi to those of understanding (Ver stand) The 
latter vary m every age (by what law ? ), while the former 
last foi evei, and are the same in all forms of manhood 

26 — 2 
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Oh Parson Alison, what an essay ‘ On Taste 1 is that of 
Ihme ! Oh most intellectual Athenian, what accounts are 
those you give us of Morality and Faith, and all that really 
makes a man a man ? Can you believe that the 6 Beautiful ’ 
and ‘ Good 5 have no deeper root in us than 6 association,’ 
‘ sympathy ,’ 6 calculation ’ ? Then, if so, whence, in Heaven’s 
name, comes this sympathy, the pleasure of this association, 
the olligancy of this utility ? You stuve, like the witch m 
Hoffmann to work fiom the outside inwards, and two inches 
below the surface you will nevei get 

The philosophy of Yoltane and his tribe exhilarates and 
fills us with gloiymg for a season — the comfort of the Indian 
who warmed himself at the flames of his bed 

A clown that killed his ass for drinking up the moon, ut 
lunam rnundo redder&t In Lud Vives True of many 
cntics of sceptics The sceptics have not chunk up the 
moon, but the reflection of it in their own duty puddles ; 
theiefore need not be slam 

January , 1827 — Bead Mendelssohn’s * Phsedon,’ a half 
translation, half imitation of Plato’s ‘ Phaedon,’ or last 
thoughts of Socrates on the immortahty of the soul On the 
whole a good book — and convincing ? Ay de mi f These 
thongs, I fear, are not to be pioved but believed ; not seized 
by the understanding, but by faith However, it is some- 
thong to remove eirors if not introduce tiuths , and to show 
us that our analogies drawn from corpoieal thongs aie entnely 
inapplicable to the case For the present, I will confess it, 
I scarce see how we can reason with absolute certainty on 
the nature or fate of anything, f oi it seems to me we only see 
our own perceptions and their relations , that is to say, our 
soul sees only its own partial reflex and manner of existmg 
and conceivfng 

Sapimtia prma est stidtitid cariMsse Fully as well 
thus, Stultitia prima est sapientid caruisse the case of all 
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materialist metaphysicians, most utilitarians, moralists, and 
generally all negative pMosopheis, by whatever name they 
call themselves It was God that said Yes It is the Devil 
that for ever says No 

Leibmtz and Descartes found all tiuth to rest on our see- 
ing and believing m God We English have found our seeing 
and believing m God to lest on all tiuth, and pietty woik we 
have made of it 

Is not political economy useful ? and ought not Joseph 
Hume and Macculloch to be honoured of all men ? My cow 
is useful, and I keep hei m the stable, and feed her with 
oilcake and 6 chaff and dregs,’ and esteem hei truly But 
shall she live in my pailour ? No , by the Bates, she shall 
live in the stall 

Virtue is its own leward, but m a very diffeient sense 
than you suppose, Dr Gowkthiapple Th e pleasure it bungs T 
Had you ever a diseased liver ? I will maintain, and appeal 
to all competent judges, that no evil conscience with a good 
neivods system evei caused a tenth part of the misery that a 
bad nervous system, conjoined with the best conscience in 
natuie, will always produce What follows, then P Pay off 
youi moialist, and hue two apothecaries and two cooks 
Socrates is inferior to Captain Barclay , and the ‘ Enchnidion ’ 
of Epictetus must hide its head before Kitchener’s ‘ Peptic 
Piecepts ’ Heed not the immortality of the soul so long as 
you have beefsteaks, portei, and — blue pills Das hole der 
Teufel f Vntue is its own lewaid, because it needs no 
leward 

To piove the existence of God, as Paley has attempted 
to do, is like lighting a lantern to seek for the sun If you 
look hard by your lantern, you may miss your search 

An historian must write, so to speak, m lines , but every 
event is a superficies Nay, if we search out its causes, a 
solid Hence a piimarv and almost mcurable defect in the 
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arb of narration, which only the very best can so much as 
approximately remedy NB I understand this myself I 
have known it foi years, and have mitten it now, with the 
purpose, perhaps, of writing it at large elsewhere 

The courtesies of political life too often amount to little 
more than this, 1 Sir, you and I care not two brass farthings 
the one foi the other We have and can have no friendship 
for each other Nevertheless, let us enact it if we cannot 
practise it Do you tell so many lies, and I shall tell so 
many , and depend on it, the lesult mil be of great service 
to both For is not this December weather very cold ? 
And though our grates are full of ice, yet if you keep a 
picture of fire before youis, and I another before name, will 
not this be next to a leal coal and wood affan ? ’ 

Goethe (‘Dichtung und Wahrheit,’ n 14) asserts that 
the sublime is natural to all young persons and peoples , 
but that daylight (of reason) destioys it unless it can unite 
itself with the Beautiful , in which case it remains in- 
destructible — a fine observation 

The economies, all this time, had to be attended to, 
and the prospect refused to brighten , and this did not 
mend Carlyle’s spirits 

No talent for the market, thought I — none , the reverse 
rather (so he says of himself, looking back in latei years) 
Indeed, I was conscious of no considerable talent whatever, 
only of infinite shyness and abstruse humour, veiled pride, 
<fcc , and looked out oftenest on a scene that was abundantly 
menacing to me What folly was m all this, what pusil- 
lanimity and beggarly want of hope Nothing m it now 
seems respectable except that of ‘unfitness for the market,’ 
&e , namely, the faith I had m me, anct never would let go, 
that it was better to perish than do dishonest woik, or do 
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one’s honest work otherwise than well All the lest I may 
now blush for, and perhaps pity , blush for especially 

One piece of good fortune the Carlyles had He had 
some friends m Edinburgh and she many, and he was 
thus forced out of himself He was not allowed after 
all to treat visitors as f nauseous intruders 5 His wife 
had a genius for small evening entertainments , little 
tea parties such as m after days the survivors of us 
remember m Cheyne Row, over which she presided 
with a grace all her own, and where wit and humour 
were to be heaid flashing as m no other house we ever 
found or hoped to find These began m Edinburgh, 
and no one who had been once at Comely Bank refused 
a second invitation Brewster came and De Qmncey, 
penitent for his article on * Meister,’ and Sir William 
Hamilton and Wilson (though Wilson for some reason 
was shy of Carlyle), and many moie 

Carlyle, finding no employment offered him, was 
trying to make it He sketched a prospectus for a 
literary Annual Register , 6 a work which should perform 
for the intelligent part of the reading world such services 
as “ Forget-me-Nots,” “ Souvenirs,” &c seemed to pei- 
form for the idle part of it ’ * It was to exhibit a com- 

pressed view of the actual progress of mind m its 
various manifestations during the past year 5 The sub- 
jects were to be ( biographical portraits of distinguished 
persons lately deceased,’ 4 essays, sketches, miscellanies 
of various sorts, illustrating the existing state of litera- 
ture, morals, and manners — on which points,’ Carlyle 
thought, € several things might be adduced* not a little 
surprising to the optimists and the mob of gentlemen 
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that wrote with, ease 5 6 Thirdly, critiques with extracts 
fiom the few really good books produced m England, 
Germany, and France, an essence of reviewing, a spirit 
of the literary produce of the year 9 ( Fourthly, a 
similar account might be given of works of art and 
discoveries of science . 5 * Fifthly, though politics were 
to be excluded, any incidents, misfortunes, delusions, 
crimes, or heroic actions illustrative of the existing 
spiritual condition of man, might be collected and pre- 
served 9 Poetry was to be admitted if it could be had 
good of its kind, only * with rigid exclusion of Odes 

written at , Verses to , and the whole genus 

of Songs by a Person of Quality . 5 

Pity that no Edinburgh or London publisher could 
see his way to assisting Carlyle in this enterprise , for 
he would have written most of it himself, and such a 
record would now be of priceless value. But he was 
unknown and unprepossessing Neither the Meister 
nor the Schiller were selling as well as had been ex- 
pected The booksellers hung back, and they judged 
rightly, perhaps, for their own interests Carlyle, like 
all really original writers, had to create the taste which 
could appreciate him The scheme came to nothing, 
and his small capital was slowly melting away 

The picture of the Comely Bank life given m the 
* Bemmiscences 9 may be supplemented from the family 
letters. 

Jane Welsh Carlyle to Mrs Carlyle , Scotsbng 1 

Comely Bank December 9, 1826 

My dear Mother, — I must nob let the letter go" without 
1 Being a postscript to a letter of Carlyle's own 
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adding my 4 Be of good cheer ’ Ton would rejoice to see 
how much better my husband is since we came hither And 
we are really very happy When he falls on some work we 
shall be still happier Indeed I should be very stupid or 
very t hankl ess if I did not congratulate myself every hour of 
the day on the lot which it has pleased Providence to assign 
me My husband is so kind, so m all lespects after my own 
heart I was sick one day, and he nursed me as well as my 
own mother could have done, and he never says a hard word 
to me unless I nchly deserve it We see great numbers of 
people, but are always most content alone My husband 
reads then, and I read or work, or just sit and look at him, 
which I really find as piofitable an employment as any othei 
God bless you and my little Jean, whom I hope to see at no 
very distant date 

Thomas Carlyle to Mrs Carlyle , Scotsfo ig 

% Comely Bank January 2, 1827 

My dear Mother,— At length Tait (the publishei) has 
given me an opportunity of sending off the weary book , 1 and 
along with it a word 01 two to enqune after your welfare and 
assure you of my own The German Eomance I have 
inscribed to my father, though I know he will not read aline 
of it From you, however, I hope better things , and at any 
rate I have sent you a book which I am suie you will read, 
because it relates to a really good man, and one engaged m a 
cause which all men must reckon good You must accept 
this 4 Life of Henry Maityn ’ as a new year’s gift from me , 
and while reading it believe that your son is a kind of 
missionary in his way — not to the heathen of India, but to 
the British heathen, an innumerable class whom he would 
gladly d <3 something to convert if his perplexities and mam 


1 German Eomance 
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fold infirmities would give him leave We must wait 
patiently and study to do what service we can, not despising 
the day of small things, but meekly trusting that hereafter 
it may be the day of greater 

I am beginning to be very instant for some sort of occu- 
pation, which, indeed, is my chief want at present I must 
stir the waters and see what is to be done Many many 
plans I have, but few of them, I doubt, aie likely to prove 
acceptable at present , the times aie so bad, and bookselling 
trade so dull Something, however, I will fix upon, for work 
is as essential to me as meat and drink Of money we are 
not in want The othei morning Mrs Welsh sent us a letter 
with sixty pounds enclosed, feanng lest cleanness of teeth 
might be ready to overtake us I thought it extiemely kind 
and handsome , but we returned the cash with many thanks, 
wishing to fight our own battle at least till the season of 
need arrive 

I have not said a word yet about your kind Scotsbng 
package It was all right and m ordei, only that a few of 
the eggs (the box not being completely stuffed and firm) had 
suffered by the carnage Most part of these Jane has already 
converted into custards, pancakes, or the other like ware , 
the others I am eatmg and find excellent A woman comes 
here weekly with a fresh stock to us, and I eat just one 
daily, the pnce being 15 d per dozen Now, my dear mother, 
you must make Alick write to me, and tell me all that is 
going on with himself or you Wish all hands a happy new 
year in my name, and assuie them all, one by one, that I 
will love them truly all my days 

Thomas Carlyle to Alexander Carlyle. 

Comply Bank February & 

Our situation at Comely Bank contmues to be unexcep- 
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tionable — nay, m many points truly enviable HI health is 
not harder on us than usual, and all other things aie about 
as one could wish them It is stiange, too, how one gets 
habituated to sickness I beai my pam as Christian did his 
pack m the 4 Pilgrim’s Piogiess,’ strapped on too tightly for 
throwing off , but the straps do not gall me as they once did , 
m fact, I believe I am lathei bettei, and certainly I have not 
been happier foi many a year Last week, too, I fairly began 
— a book 1 Heaven only knows what it will turn to, but I 
have sworn to finish it You shall hear about it as it pro- 
ceeds, but as yet we aie only got through the first chapter 
You would wonder how much happier steady occupation 
makes us, and how smoothly we all get along Directly 
after breakfast the good wife and the Doctoi 2 letne upstairs 
to the drawing-ioom, a little place all fitted up like a lady’s 
workbox, where a spunk of fiie is lit for the foienoon , and 
I meanwhile sit scribbling and meditating and wrestling 
with the powers of dullness, till one or two o’clock, when I 
sally forth into the city or towards the seashore, taking care 
only to be home for the important pm pose of consuming 
my mutton chop at four After dinner we all lead learned 
languages till coffee (which we now often take at night in- 
stead of tea), and so on till bedtime , only that Jane often 
sews , and the Doctor goes up to the celestial globe, studying 
the fixed stars thiough an upshoved window, and geneially 
comes down to his pomdge about ten with a nose dropping 
at the extremity Thus pass our days in oui turn little 
cottage, fai fiom all the uproar and putrescence (material 
and spiritual) of the reeky town, the sound of which we hear 
not, and only see over the knowe the reflection of its gaslights 
against the dusky sky, and bless ourselves that we have 

1 The novel, 

* John Carlyle, now staying with them 
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neither part nor lot m the matter Many a time on a soft 
mild night I smoke my pipe in our little flower garden, and 
look upon all this and think of all absent and present friends, 
and feel that I have good leason i to be thankful I am not 
m Purgatory 9 

Of society we might have abundance People come on 
foot, on horseback, and even in wheeled carnages to see us, 
most of whom Jane receives upstairs, and despatches with 
assurances that the weathei is good, bad, or mdiffeient, and 
hints that their friendship passes the love of women We 
receive invitations to dinner also , but Jane has a crr- 
culai — or rathei two circulars — one foi those she values, and 
one for those she does not value , and one or other of these 
she sends in excuse Thus we give no dmneis and take none, 
and by the blessmg of heaven design to persist in this course 
so long as we shall see it to be best Only to some three or 
four chosen people we give notice that on Wednesday nights 
we shall always be at home, and glad if they will call and 
talk for two hours with no other entertainment but a coidial 
welcome and a cup of innocent tea Few Wednesday evenings 
(pass) accordingly when some decent soul 01 othei does not 
step in and take his place among us , and we converse and 
really, I think, enjoy ourselves more than I have witnessed at 
any beef-eating and wme-bibbing convention which I have 
been trysted with attending 

I had almost foigot to tell you that I have m my pocket a 
lettei of introduction to Jeffrey of the ^Edinbuigh Review ’ 
It was sent to me from Procter of London One of these 
days I design presenting it, and you shall hear the lesult 

Jane Welsh Carlyle to Mrs . Garlyle 9 Scotsbrig 

21 Con&ly Bank Februar} 17 

My husband is busy below stairs, and I, it seems, am 
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this time to be the writer — with greater willingness than 
ability, indeed, for I have been very stupid these some days 
with cold But you must not be left in the idea that we 
are so neglectful as we have seemed A little packet was 
actually written to go by the carrier on Wednesday , when 
the ram fell and the wind blew, so that no living cieature 
dared venture to his quarters The Doctor pioceeded thithei 
as early as was good foi his health, m case fortune in the 
shape of bad weather, or whisky, had intei posed delay By 
that time, however, earner, boxes, and Bobby weie all far on 
the road , so you see theie was nothing foi it but to write 
by post, which I lose no time m doing 

And now let me thank you foi the nice eggs and buttei, 
which arrived in best preservation and so oppoitunely— just 
as I was lamenting over the emptied cans as one who had 
no hope Beally it is most land m you to be so mindful 
and helpful of our town wants, and most giatifymg to us to 
see ouiselves so cared for 

The new book is gomg on at a regular rate, and I would 
fain peisuade myself that his health and spnits are at the 
same regular rate improving Moie contented he certainly 
is since he apphed himself to this task, for he was not born 
to be anything but miserable in idleness Oh that he were 
indeed well, well beside me, and occupied as he ought 
How plain and clear life would then he befoie us ! I verily 
believe theie would not be such a happy pan of people on 
the face of the whole eaith. Yet we must not wish this too 
earnestly How many piecious things do we not already 
possess which others have not, have hardly an idea of ! Let 
us enjoy them then, and bless G-od that we are permitted 
to enjoy them lather than importune his goodness with 
vain longing for more Indeed we have a most quiet and 
even happy life here * Within doors all is warm, is swept 
and garnished, and without the country is no longer winter 
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like, but beginning to be gay and green Many pleasant 
people come to see us , and such of our visitois as are not 
pleasant people have at least the good effect of enhancing 
the pleasuies to us of being alone Alone we are never 
weary If I have not Jean’s enviable gift of talking, I 
am at least among the best listeneis m the kingdom, and 
my husband has always something interesting and mstiuc- 
tive to say Then we have books to read — all sorts of them, 
from Scott’s Bible down to novels — and I have sewing- 
needles, and purse-needles, and all conceivable implements 
for ladies’ work There is a piano, too, for 4 soothing the 
savage breast ’ when one cares foi its ehaims , but I am sorry 
to say neither my playing noi my singing seems to give Mr 

0 much delight I console myself, however, with imputing 
the blame to his want of taste lathei than to my want of 
skill 

So Jean is not coming yet Well, I am sorry foi it , but 

1 hope the time is coming In the mean time she must be 
a good girl, and read as much as she has time for, and above 
all things cultivate this talent of speech It is my husband’s 
worst fault to me that I will not or cannot speak Often 
when he has talked for an hour without answer, he will beg 
for some signs of life on my part and the only sign I can 
give is a little kiss Well, that is better than nothing, 
don’t you thick: so ? 


She might well say, 6 He has talked for an hour 
without answer 5 It was not easy to answer Carlyle 
Already it seems his power of speech, unequalled so far 
as my experience goes by that of any other man, had 
begun to Open itself * Carlyle first, and all the rest no- 
where,’ was the description of hufi by one of the best 
judges m London, when speaking of the great talkers of 



CARLYLE'S CONVERSATION . 


399 


the day His vast reading, his minute observation, his 
miraculously retentive memory, gave him something 
valuable to say on every subject which could be raised 
What he took into his mind was dissolved and recrys- 
tallised into original combinations of his own His 
writing, too, was as fluent as his speech His early 
letters — even the most exquisitely finished sentences of 
them — are m an even and beautiful hand without 
erasure or alteration of a phiase Words flowed from 
him with a completeness of form which no effort could 
improve When he was excited it was like the erup- 
tion of a volcano, thunder and lightning, hot stones 
and smoke and ashes He had a natural tendency to 
exaggeration, and although at such times his extra- 
ordinary metaphors and flashes of Titanesque humour 
made him always worth listening to, he was at his best 
when talking of history or poetry or biography, or of 
some contemporary person or incident which had 
either touched his sympathy or amused his delicate 
sense of absurdity His laugh was from his whole 
nature, voice, eyes, and even his body And there 
was nevei any malice m it His own definition of 
humour, ‘a genial sympathy with the under side/ 
was the definition also of his own feeling about all 
things and all persons, when it was himself that was 
speaking, and not what he called the devil that was 
occasionally m possession In the long years that I 
was intimate with him I nevei heard him tell a 
malicious stoiy or say a malicious word of any human 
being His language was sometimes like t£e rolling 
of a grea£ cathedral $rgan, sometimes like the softest 
flute-notes, sad or playful as the mood or the subject 
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might be; and yon listened — threw m, perhaps, ar 
occasional word to show that yon went along with him, 
but yon were simply charmed, and listened on without 
caring to interrupt Interruption, indeed, would answer 
little purpose, for Carlyle did not bear contiadiction 
any better than Johnson Contradiction would make 
him angry and unreasonable He gave you a full 
picture of what was m his own mind, and you took it 
away with you and reflected on it. 

This singular faculty — which, from Mis Carlyle’s 
language, appeals to have been shaied m some degree 
by his sister Jean — had been the spell which had won 
his wife, as Othello’s tales of his adventures won the 
heart of Desdemona , and it was already bughtenmg 
the evenings at Comely Bank. She on her side gives 
an imperfect idea of her own occupations when she 
descubes herself as busy with needlework and books 
and the piano They kept but one servant, and neither 
she nor her husband could endure either dirt or 
disorder, while Carlyle’s sensitive stomach required 
a more delicate hand m the kitchen than belonged 
to a maid ot all work The days of the loaf — her 
first baking adventure, which she watched as Ben- 
venuto Cellini watched his Perseus — were not yet 
Edinburgh bread was eatable, and it was not till they 
were at Craigenputtock that she took charge of the 
oven But Carlyle himself has already described her 
as making the damaged Scotsbng eggs into custards 
and puddings 4 When they mamed,’ Miss Jewsbury 
says, ‘ she had determined that he should never write 
for money, but only when he had something to say, 
and that she would make whatever money he gave her 
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answer for ail needful purposes She managed so well 
that comfort was never absent from her house, and 
no one looking on could have guessed whether they 
were rich or poor Whatever she had to do she did 
with a peculiar personal grace that gave a chaim to 
the most prosaic details But she had to put her 
hand to tasks of the rudest kind No one who m later 
years saw her lying on the sofa m broken health and 
languor would guess the amount of energetic hard 
woik she had done m her hfe Her insight was like 
witchcraft When she was to make her first pudding 
she went into the kitchen and locked the door on 
herself, having got the servant out of the road It 
was to be such a pudding — not just a common pudding 
but something special, and it was good, being made 
with care by weight and measure ’ 

Thus prettily Carlyle’s married hfe began, the kind 
friends at Scotsbng sending weekly supplies by the 
carrier But even with Mrs Cailyle to husband them 
the visible financial resources were ebbing and must 
soon come to low water , and on this side the prospect 
resolutely refused to mend The novel was a failure 
and eventually had to be burnt The hope which had 
vaguely lingered of some regular and salaried appoint- 
ment faded away Overtuies of various kinds to 
London publishers had met with no acceptance Ger- 
man Romance was financially a failure also, and the 
Edinburgh publishers would make no future ventures 
Under these conditions it is not wonderful that (re- 
solved as he was never to get into money .difficulties) 
Carlyle’s mmd reverted before long to his *old scheme 
of setthng at Craigenputtock He no longer thought 
vox, x. 26 
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of turning farmer himself His wife’s ridicule would 
have saved him from any rash enterprise of that kind. 
But his brother Alick was still willing to undertake 
the farm and to make a rent out of it For himself 
he looked to it only as a cheap and quiet residence 
His Hoddam experience had taught him the superior 
economy of a country life At Craigenputtock he could 
have his horse, pure air, milk diet, all really or theoreti- 
cally essential to his health Edinburgh society he 
considered was of no use to him , practical Edinburgh, 
he was equally sure, would do nothing for him , and 
away on the moors he could go on with his literature 
and with his life-task generally m the absolute solitude 
and pure silence of nature, with nothing but loving 
and helpful faces round him under clearly improved 
omens’ To his wife he did recognise that the 
experiment would be unwelcome She had told him 
before her marriage that she could not live a month at 
Craigenputtock with an angel, while at Comely Bank 
she had little to suffer and something to enjoy 

Her modest days (he says), which never demanded much 
to make them happy, weie beginning to have many little 
joys and amusements of their own m that blight scene, and 
she would have to change it f 01 one of the loneliest, moonest, 
and dullest m nature To her it was a great sacirfice, if 
to me it was the reverse , but at no moment, even by a look, 
did she ever say so Indeed I think she never felt so at all 
She would have gone to Nova Zembla with me, and found it 
the right place had benefit to me or set purpose of mine lam 
there. 

Only one recommendation Craigenputtock could have 
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had to Mrs Carlyle — that it was her own ancestral 
property, and that her father had been born there 
Happily her mother, when the scheme was mentioned 
to her, approved heartily Templand was but fifteen 
miles from Craigenputtock gate, not more than a 
morning’s nde, and frequent meetings could be looked 
forward to The present tenant of Craigenputtock was 
m arrears with his rent, and was allowing house and 
fences to go to rum Some change or other had 
become indispensable, and Mrs Welsh was so anxious 
to have the Carlyles there that she undertook to put 
the rooms m repair and to pay the expenses of the 
move 

After a week or two of consideration Carlyle joined 
his brother Ahck m the middle of April at Dumfries, 
Mrs Welsh paying her daughter a visit duung his 
absence They drove out together and examined the 
place, and the result was that the tenant was to go, 
while Carlyle was to enter into possession at Whitsun- 
tide , the house was to be made habitable, and, unless 
some unforeseen good luck should befall Carlyle mean- 
while, he and his wife were to follow when it was ready 
to receive them One pretty letter from her has been 
preserved, which was wntten to her husband when he 
was absent on this expedition. 

To Thomas Cailyle . 

Comely Bant April, 1827 

Dear, Dear— Cheap, Cheap, 1 — I met the postman yesterday 

1 * Cheap 1 cheap ! ’ wastin answer with which Carlyle had replied once 
to some endearment of hers 


26—2 
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morning, and something bade me ask if there were any 
letteis Imagine my agitation when he gave me yours four 
and twenty hours befoie the appointed time I was so glad 
and so frightened, so eager to know the whole contents that 
I could haidly make out any part In the little tobacconist’s, 

wheie I was fain to seek a quiet place, I did at length, with 
much heait-beating, get thiough the precious paper, and 
found that you still loved me pretty well, and that the 
6 Ciaig o’ Putto ’ was still a hope , as also that if you come 
not back to pool Good y on Satuiday it will not be for want 
of will 1 Ah T noi yet will it be for want of the most fervent 
prayeis to Heaven that a longing Goody can put up , for I 
am sick — sick to the heart — of this absence, which indeed 
I can only bear in the faith of its being brief 
Alas, the poor Oiaig o’ Putto ! What a way it is in with 
these good-foi -nothing sluggards ! I need not recommend 
to you to do all that is possible — nay, ‘to do the impossible’ 
— to get them out Even suppose we did not wish the place 

foi ouiselves, it would be miserable to consign it to such 
hands You will use all fair means, therefore, to recover it 
from them — that is, all honest means , for, as to the tender- 
ness and delicacy which would have been becoming towaids 
a worthy tenant, it were heie out of place I shall be very 
anxious until I heai from you again Would to heaven the 
business was settled, and in the way we wish T These per- 
plexities and suspenses are not good foi bilious people: 
indeed, they are making me positively ill How often since 
you went have I been reminded of your figuie about the hot 
ashes (?), and my head has ached more continuously than at 
any time these six months But health and spnits will come 
back when my husband comes back with good news — or, 
rather, wheii he comes back at all, whether his news be good 


1 Goody was Carlyle’s name for his wife at this time 
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or bad . . To be sepaiated from you one week is frightful 
as a foretaste of what it might be, but I will not think of this 
if I can help it , and after all why should I think of life 
without you ? Is not my being interwoven with yours so 
close that it can have no sepaiate existence 9 Yes, suiely, 
we will live togethei and die together and be together through 
all eternity But you will be calling this ‘French senti- 
mentality,’ I feai , and even 6 the style of mockery is bettei 
than that ’ 

I have not been altogether idle since we parted, though 
I threatened I would take to bed I have finished my review, 
the representation of female chaiacfcer m the Greek poets, and 
the comparison between Caesar and Alexander, with all that 
I could undeistand of the fi Friend , ’ over and above which I 
have transacted a good deal of shaping and sewing, the result 
of which will be complete, I hope, by the day of your leturn, 
and fill you with ‘ weender and amazement n Gilbert Burns 
is gone Mr Brodie told us of his death last week Besides 
him, Mrs Bmnie, the Bruce people, and Mrs Aitken, we 
have had no visitois, and I have paid no visits Last night 
I was engaged to Mrs Biuce, but I wiapped a piece of 
flannel about my thioat and made my mother cany an 
apology of cold But I may cut short these insipidities 
My kindest love to all, from the wee’est up to Lord Moon 1 2 

Here is Carlyle’s answer, coming from his best, his 
real self — the true Carlyle, which always lay below, 
however irritable or moody the surface 

1 ‘Keport of little Jeans of some preacher who had profusely em 
ployed that locution, pronounced as here — T 0 * This is one of the 
letters specially annotated by Oarlyle for publication • 

* ‘ The Lord Moon is brother John= the Lord Mohun of Hamilton's 
tragic ballad, which is sfill sung m those parts Epithet from brother 
A.lick indicating breadth of face — T G ’ 
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To the Wife. 

Scotsbrig Apnl 17, 1827 

Not unlike what the drop of water from Lazarus’s fingei 
might have been to Dives m the flame was my dearest 
Goody’s letter to her husband yesterday afternoon Black- 
look 1 had retned to the bank for fifteen minutes , the whirl 
wind was sleeping for that brief season, and I smoking my 
pipe in gmn repose, when Alick came back with youi 
messenger No , I do not love you in the least — only 2 
little sympathy and admiration , and a certain esteem Nothing 
more ! oh my dear best wee woman — but not a word of ah 
this 

Such a day I never had m my life, but it is all over and 
well, and now 4 Home, brothers, home ! ’ 

Oh, Jeanme, how happy shall we be m this Craig 0 ’ 
Putto 1 Not that I look for an Arcadia or a Lubberland 
there , but we shall sit under our bramble and our saugh tree, 
and none to make us afraid , and my little wife will be theie 
for ever beside me, and I shall be well and blest, and 4 the 
latter end of that man will be better than the beginning ’ 
Surely I shall learn at length to prize the pearl of great 
puce which God has given to me unwoithy Surely I 
already know that to me the richest treasure of this sub- 
lunary life has been awarded — the heart of my own noble 
Jane Shame on me for complaining, sick and wretched 
though I be Bourbon and Biaganza, when I think of it, 
are but poor men to me Oh Jeanme 1 oh my wife * we will 
never part, never through eternity itself , but I will love thee 
and keep thee m my heart of hearts ! that is, unless I grow 
a very great fool — which, indeed, this talk doth somewhat 
betoken* 

God bless thee I Ever thine, 

T Carlyle 

'The outgoing tenant of Craigenputtock. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

A.D 1827 MT 32 

Alexander Carlyle, with his sister Mary, went into 
occupation of Craigenputtock at Whitsuntide 1827 
His brother had intended to 30m him before the end 
of the summer, but at this moment affairs in Edin- 
burgh began to brighten and took a turn which 
seemed at one time likely to lead into an entirely new 
set of conditions Carlyle had mentioned that he had 
a letter of introduction to Jeffrey He had delayed 
presenting it, partly, perhaps, on account of the abso- 
lute silence with which some years before Jeffiey had 
received a volunteered contribution from him for the 
‘ Edinburgh Review’ Irving had urged the experi- 
ment, and it had been made The MS was not only 
not accepted, but was neither acknowledged noi 
returned Carlyle naturally hesitated before making 
another advance where he had been repulsed so 
absolutely. He determined, however, shortly after his 
return from his Craigenputtock visit, to try again. 
He called on the great man and was kindly re- 
ceived Jeffrey was struck with him , did not take 
particularly to his opinions , but perceived at once, as 
he frankly said to him, that c he was a man of original 
character and right heart/ and that he* would ‘ be 
proud and happy te know more of him ’ A day or two 
after he called with Mrs Jeffrey at Comely Bank, and 
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was as much — perhaps even more — atti acted by the 
lady whom he found there, and whom he discovered 
to be some remote Scotch kinswoman It was the 
beginning of a close and interesting intimacy, entered 
upon, on Jeffrey’s part, with a genuine recognition of 
Carlyle’s qualities and a desire to be useful to him, 
which, no doubt, would have assumed a practical form 
had he found his new friend amenable to influence or 
inclined to work m harness with the party to which 
Jeffrey belonged But Jeffrey was a Benthamite on 
the surface, and underneath an Epicurean, with a 
good-humoured contempt for enthusiasm and high 
aspirations Between him and a man so ‘dreadfully 
m earnest’ as Carlyle, there could be little effective 
communion, and Carlyle soon ceased to hope, what 
at first he had allowed himself to expect, that Jeffrey 
might be the means of assisting him into some inde- 
pendent situation 

The immediate effect of the acquaintance, however, 
was Carlyle’s admission, freely offered by the editor, 
into the * Edinburgh Keview,’ a matter just then of 
infinite benefit to him, drawing him off from didactic 
novels into writing the series of Essays, now so well 
known as the Miscellanies, m which he tried his wings 
for his higher flights, and which m themselves contain 
some of his finest thoughts and most brilliant pictures 
His first contribution was to be for the number 
immediately to appear, and Jeffrey was eager to 
receive it 

Carlyle was not particularly elated, and mentions the 
subject slightly in a letter to his brother Alick about 
the establishment at Craigenputtock 
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To Alexander Carlyle. 

Comely Bank June 3 

It gave us real pleasure to find that you had m veiy 
deed made a settlement m youi new abode, and were actually 
boiling your pot at the Craig 0 ’ Putto under circumstances 
however unpropitious Your tears for parting (from Scots- 
brig) will scaicely be dried yet, but m a little while you will 
look upon this movement in its real light, not as a parting, 
but as a txuly blessed reunion for us all, wheie, I hope and 
believe, many good days are in store foi eveiy one of us It 
will not be long till you have scrubbed up the old Craig, put 
m the broken slates, and burnt or buried the rotten rags of 
the late housewife, who, I am told, is indeed a slattern, and 
not only so, but a drunkaid, which is far woise Mary’s 
nimble fingers and an ordeily head will have introduced new 
anangements into the mansion , things will begin to go their 
usual course, and the mavis and tomtit will no longer sing to 
sad hearts Pool Mary 1 Be good to her in this her first re- 
moval fiom home, and remember that you are not only a 
brother to her, but, as it were, a husband and father 

As to the house, I think with you it were better if we all 
saw it before the plans were settled Jane and I are both 
for coming down shortly We shall not be long m seeing 
you The only thing that absolutely detains me is a little 
article which I have to write before the end of this month 
for the ‘ Edinburgh Review ’ — a very brief one — which I 
begin to-morrow 

To his brother John he was more explicit 
To John Carlyle 

Comely Bank June 4 

Of my own history since I wrote last I need mention only 
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one or two particulars Everything goes its course I fight 
with dullness and bile in the forenoons as of old , I still walk 
diligently, talk de omm scibili when I can find fit or unfit 
audience, and so live on in the old light and shadow fashion 
much as you knew me before, only with rather more comfort 
and hope than with less Our evening parties continue their 
modest existence Last Wednesday we had Malcolm 1 
and one Paterson, said to be ‘the hope of the Scottish 
Chuich,’ a very feckless young man so far as externals go, 
for his voice is the shrillest treble, he wears spectacles, and 
would scarcely weigh six stone avoirdupois , but evidently 
shrewd, vehement, modest, and, on the whole, well gifted 
and conditioned 

One day I resolutely buckled myself up and set forth to 
the Parliament House foi the purpose of seeing our Reviewer 
(Jeffrey) The little Jewel of Advocates was at his post I 
accosted him, and, with a little explanation, was cheerfully 
recognised ‘ The Article — where is the Article ? ’ seemed 
to be the gist of his talk to me for he was to all appearance 
anxious that I would undertake the task of Germanising the 
public, and ready even to let me do it cm amove , so I did 
not treat the whole earth not yet Geimanised as ‘ a parcel of 
blockheads,’ which surely seemed a fair enough request We 
walked to his lodgings discussing these matters Two days 
after, having revolved the thing, I met him again with 
notice that I would ‘ undertake ’ The next number of the 
* Review,’ it appeared, was actually in the press, and to be 
prmted off before the end of June, so that no large article 
could find place there till the succeeding quarter However, 
I engaged, as it were for paving the way, to give him in this 
present publication some little short papei, I think on the 
subject of Jean Paul, though that is not quite settled with 

n 

1 See Reminiscences, rol 1 p 26b 
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myself yet And thus, oh Jack, thou see’st me occupied 
with a new trade ! On the whole I am rather glad of this 
adventure, for I think it promises to be the means of a plea- 
sant connection Certainly Jeffrey is by much the most 
lovable of all the literary men I have seen, and he seemed 
leady, nay desirous, if time would but permit, to cultivate a 
further intimacy 

Jean Paul was decided on, to be followed m the 
autumn by a more elaboiate article on the general 
state of Grerman kteiature This paper was written at 
once, and forms the first of the Miscellaneous Essays m 
the collected edition of Carlyle’s works Carlyle’s * style,’ 
which has been a rock of offence to so many people, 
has been attributed to his study of Jean Paul No 
criticism could be worse founded His style shaped 
itself as he gathered confidence m his own powers, 
and had its origin m his father’s house m Annandale 
His mode of expressing himself remained undistin- 
guished by its special characteristics till he had ceased 
to occupy himself with the Grerman poets Of his 
present undertaking Carlyle says — 

Perhaps it was little De Quincey’s leported admiration of 
Jean Paul — Goethe a mere corrupted pigmy to him — that 
first put me upon trying to be orthodox and admire I dimly 
felt poor De Qumcey, who passed for a mighty seer m such 
t hin gs, to have exaggerated, and to know, perhaps, but little 
of either Jean Paul or Goethe However, I held on read- 
ing and considerably admiring Jean Paul on my own score, 
though always with something of secret disappointment I 
could now wish, perhaps, that I hadn’t My first favourite 
books had been Hudibras and Tristram Shandy Everybody 
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was proclaiming it snch a feat for a man to have wit, to have 
humour above all Theie was always a small secret some- 
thing of affectation, which is not now secret to me, m that 
pait of my affaiis As to my pool style, Edward Irving and 
his admiration of the old Puritans and Elizabethans — whom 
at heait I never could entirely adore, though trying hard — 
his and everybody’s doctrine on that head played a much 
more important part than Jean Paul upon it And the most 
important by far was that of nature, you would peihaps say, 
if you had ever heard my fathei speak, or my mother, and 
her mwaid melodies of heait and voice 

Carlyle’s acquaintance with Wilson — Christopher 
North — had been slight, Wilson, perhaps, dreading his 
radicalism In the course of the summer, however, 
accident threw them more closely together, and one of 
their meetings is thus described* 

To John Carlyle . 


21 Comely Bank 

Last night I supped with John Wilson, Professor of 
Moral Philosophy here, authoi of the ‘ Isle of Palms,’ &c , 
a man of the most fervid temperament, fond of all stimu- 
lating things, from tragic poetry down to whisky punch 
He snuffed and smoked cigais and drank liquors, and talked 
m the most mdescnbable style It was at the lodging of one 
John Gordon, a young very good man from Kirkcudbright, 
who sometimes comes here Daylight came on usi before we 
parted , indeed, it was towards three o’clock as the Piofessor 
and I walked home, smoking as we went I had scarcely 
either eaten'or drunk, being a privileged person, but meiely 
enjoyed the strange volcanic eruptions <*f our poet’s convivial 
genius He is a broad sincere man of six feet, with long 
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dishevelled flax coloured hair, and two blue eyes keen as an 
eagle’s Now and then he sank into a brown study, and 
seemed dead in the eye of law About two o’clock he was 
sitting m this state smoking languidly, his nose begrimed 
with snuff, his face hazy and meib , when all at once flashing 
into existence, he inquired of John Gordon, with an mesist- 
lble air, 6 1 hope, Mr Gordon, you don’t believe m universal 
damnation ? ’ It was wicked, but all hands burst into in- 
extinguishable laughter But I expect to see Wilson m a more 
philosophic key ere long , he has promised to call on me, 
and is, on the whole, a man I should like to know better 
Geniuses of any soit, especially of so kindly a soit, are so very 
rare in this woild 

Another and yet brighter episode of this summei 
was a further and far more remaikable letter from 
Goethe Carlyle had sent the * Life of Schiller’ to 
Weimar, and afterwards the volumes of German 
Komance They were acknowledged with a gracious 
interest which went infinitely beyond his warmest 
hopes There was not a lettei only, but little remem- 
brances for himself and his wife , and better even than 
the presents, a few lines of verse addressed to each of 
them 

Carlyle sends the account to his mother. 

Comely Bank August 11 

News came directly after breakfast that a packet from 
Goethe had arrived in Leith Without delay I proceeded 
thither, and found a little box carefully overlapped in wax 
cloth, and directed to me After infinite wrangkngs and 
perplexed misdirected higglings I succeeded in ‘rescuing the 
precious* packet frono^the fangs of the Custom Souse sharks, 
and m the afternoon it was safely deposited in our little 
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pailour— the Samtiest bone yon ever saw— so carefnlly 
packed, so neatly and tastefully contnved was everything 
There was a copy of Goethe’s poems in five beautiful little 
volumes for 1 * * 4 the valued mamage pair Cailyle two other httle 
books for myself, then two medals, one of Goethe himself 
and another of his fathei and mother , and, lastly, the 
prettiest wrought -non necklace with a httle figure of the 
poet’s face set m gold for 4 my dear spouse,’ and a most 
dashing pocket-book for me In the box containing the 
necklace, and m each pocket of the pocket-book were cards, 
each with a verse of poetry on it in the old master’s own 
hand All these I will translate to you by-and-by, as well 
as the long letter which lay at the bottom of all, one of the 
kindest and gravest epistles I ever read He praises me for 
the 4 Life of Schiller ’ and the others , asks me to send him 
some account of my own previous history, &c In short, 
it was all extremely graceful, affectionate and patnarchal 
You may conceive how much it pleased us I believe a 
ribbon with the order of the Gaiter would scaicely have 
flattered either of us more 

The letter from Goethe was this — 

To Thomas Carlyle . 


Weimar July 20, 1827 

In a letter of the 15th of March which I sent by the post, 
and which I trust has reached you safely, I mentioned the 
great pleasure which youT present had given me It found 
me m the country where I could study and enjoy it with 

1 In emem Schreiben vom 15 Marz, welches lch mit der Post 

absendete und 8ie hoffentlich zu rechter Zeit werden erhaltcn haben, 

vermeldete ich wie viel Vergnugen mir Ihre^-Sendung gebracht Si$ 

f and mieh auf dem Land©, wo ich sie mit mehrerer Buhe betrachten 
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greater leisure I now am enabled to send a* packet to you 
likewise, which I hope that yon will he kind enough to accept 
from me 

Let me, in the first place, tell yon, my dear sir, how very 
highly I esteem your 4 Biography of Schiller ’ It is remark- 
able for the careful study which it displays of the incidents 
of Schillei’s life, and one clearly perceives in it a study of 
his works and a hearty sympathy with them The complete 
insight which you have thus obtained into the chaiacter and 
high meats of this man is really admirable, so clear it is, and 
so appropriate, so far beyond what might have been looked 
foi m a water m a distant country 

Here the old saying is verified , 4 a good will helps to a full 
understanding ’ It is just because the Scot can look with 
affection on a Geiman and can honour and love him, that he 
acqunes a sure eye for that German’s finest qualities He 
raises himself into a clearness of vision which Schiller’s own 
countrymen could not arrive at m eailier days For those 
who live with supenoi men are easily mistaken m their 

und gemessen konnte G-egenwartig sehe ich mich in dem Stande, aueh 
em Packet an Sie abzuschicken mit dem Wunsche freundlieher 
Aufnahme 

Lassen Sie mich vorerst, mem Thenerster, von Direr Biographic 
Schillers das Beste sagen Sie 1st merkwurdig, mdem sie em genaues 
Studinm der Vorfalle seines Lebens beweist, so vie denn auch das 
Studium seiner Werkeund erne mnigeTheilnahme an denselben darans 
hervoigeht Bewundernswurdig 1st es 'me Sie sich auf diese Weise 
eme geniigende Emsicht m den Character und das hohe Verdienstliche 
dieses Mannes verschafft, so klar und so gehong als es kaum aus der 
Perhe zu erwarten gewesen 

Hier bewahrheitet sich jedoch em altes Wort ‘ Der gute Wille hilft 
zu vollkommener Kenntmss ’ Denn gerade dass der Schottlander den 
deutschen Mann mit Wohlwollen anerkennt, lhn verehrt und liebt, 
dadurch mrd er dessen treffiiche Eigenschaften am sichejsten gewahr, 
dadurch erkebt er sich zu^einer Klarheit zu der sogar Landsleute des 
Trefdichen m fruheren Tagen nicht gelangen konnten , denn die Mitla 
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judgment Personal peculianties mitate them The swift 
changing cunent of life displaces then points of view, and 
hinders them from perceiving and recognising the tiue woith 
of such men 

Schillei’s chaiacter, howevei, was so extraordinary that his 
biographer could start with the idea of an excellent man 
before him He could carry that idea through all individual 
destinies and achievements, and thus see his task ac- 
complished 

The notices, prefixed to ‘ German Romance,* of the lives of 
Musseus, Hofmann, Richter, &c , can be approved of equally m 
then several kinds They aie compiled with care, are briefly 
set out, and provide an adequate notion of each author’s per- 
sonal character, and of the effect of it upon his writings 

Mr Oarlyle displays throughout a calm, clear sympathy 
with poetical hteiary activity m Germany He throws 
himself into the especial national tendency, and gives indi- 
viduals their credit each m his place 

c 

benden werden an vorzuglichen Menschen gar leicht irre das Beson 
dere der Person storfc sie, das laufende beweghche Leben verruckt ih.re 
Standpunkte und hindert das Kennen und Anerkennen ernes solchen 
Mannes 

Dieser aber war yon so ansserordentlicher Art, dass der Biograph, 
die Idee ernes vorzuglichen Mannes vor Augen halten und sie durch 
mdmdueUe Sohieksale und Leistungen durckfubren konnte, und sem 
Tagewerk dergestalt vollbracht sah 

Die vor den German Romances mitgetheilten Notizen uber das 
Leben Musaus, Hoffmanns, Eiohters &c kann man m lkrer Art 
gleickfalls mit Beyfall anfnehmen , sie smd mit Sorgfalt gesammelt, 
kurzlich dargestellt und geben von ernes jeden Autors mdmduellem 
Character und der Emwirkung desselben auf seme Schnften genugsame 
Vorkenntmss 

Durchaus beweist Herr Carlyle erne ruhige, klare Theilnahme an den 
deutschen pogtisch-literanschen Begmnen , er giebt sich hm an das 
eigenthumliche Bestreben der Nation, er lg^st den Einzelnen gelten, 
jeden an seiner Stella 
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Let me add a few general obseivations which I have long 
haiboiued in silence, and which have been stirred up by 
these present woiks 

It is obvious that for a considerable time the efforts of the 
best poets and aesthetic wi iters thioughout the world have 
been dnectedtowaids thegeneialchaiactensticsof humanity 
In each particular sphere, be it histoiy, mythology, fiction, 
moie or less aibitianly conceived, the umveisal is made to 
show and shine through what is meiely individual or national 
In practical life we peiceive the same tendency, which 
peivades all that is of the earth eaithy, crude, wild, cine], 
false, selfish, and treacheious, and tues eveiywhere to spiead 
a ceitam sereneness We may not, indeed, hope fiom this 
the approach of an era of umveisal peace , but yet that 
strifes which are unavoidable may glow less extreme, wars 
less savage, and victoiy less oveibeaimg 

Whatever m the poetiy of all nations aims and tends 
towards this, is what the otheis should appiopnate And 
one must study and make allowances for the pecuhaiities of 

Sey mir nun erlaubfc allgememe Betrachtungen hmzuzufugen, welebe 
ich langst bey mil lm Stillen hege und die mir bey den vorliegenden 
Arbeiten abermals frisch aufgeregt worden 

Offenbar ist das Bestieben der besten Dichter und asthetisehen 
Scbriftsteller aller Nationen schon seit geraumer Zeit auf das allgemem 
Menseblicbe genchtefc In jedem Besondern, es sey nun histonsch, 
mythologibch, fabelbaffc, mehr odei wemger willkuhrlieh ersonnen, 
wild man dureh Nationalitat und Personhchkeit hmdureb jenes 
Allgememe immer mehi durchleuchten und durcbscbimmern sebn 
Da nun aueh lm pi ictiscben Lebensgange em gleiches obwaltet 
und durcb alles Irdiscli-Bohe, Wilde, Grausame, Falsche, Eigenniitzige, 
Lugenbafte sicb durcbscblmgt, und uberall emige Milde zu verbreiten 
tracbtet, so ist zwai mcbt zu hoften dass em allgememer Friede dadureh 
sicb emleite, aber docb dass der unvermeidliche Streit nach und mch 
lasslicber werde, der Kneg wemger grau&am, der Si eg Wemger uber 
muthig % 

Was nun m den Dichfungen aller Nationen hierauf hmduitet und 
vol i 27 
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each nation, m order to have real mteicomse with it Tha 
special chaiacteiistics of a people aie like its language and 
its currency They facilitate exchange , indeed, they first 
make exchange possible 

Paidon me, my deal sir, foi these remaiks, which perhaps 
aie not quite coheient, noi to be scanned all at once , they 
aie drawn fiom the gicat ocean of observations, which, as 
life passes on, swells up more and moie round every thinking 
peison Let me add some moie observations which I wiote 
down on another occasion, but which apply specially to the 
business on which you aie now engaged 
We arrive best at a true geneial toleiation when we can 
let pass individual peculiarities, whether of peisons or peoples, 
without quanelhng with them , holding fast nevertheless to 
the conviction that genuine excellence is distinguished by 
t hi s mark, that it belongs to all mankind To such inter- 
course and mutual recognition the Germans have long 
contributed 

hmwirkt, chess ist es was die ubrigen sich anzueignen haben Die 
Besondeiheiten emer ]eden muss man kennen lemen, und sie lhr zu 
lassen, urn gerade dadurch mit lhr zu verkeliien , denn die Eigenheiten 
emer Nation smd wie lhre Sprache und lhre Munzsorten, sie erleiebtern 
den Verkehr, 3a, sie machen lhn erst vollkommen moglicb 

Verzeiben Sie mir, mein Werthester, diese vielleicht mcht ganz 
zusammenhangenden noch alsbald zu ubersebauenden Aeusserungen , 
sie smd geschopft aus dem Ocean der Betrachtungen, der um emeu 
•jeden Denkenden mit den Jahren immer mebr anschwillt Lassen Sie 
micb nocb Emiges bmzufugen, Welches icb bey emer andern Grelegen 
belt mederschrieb, das sicb jedocb bauptsacblicb auf Ibr Greschaift 
unmittelbar bezieben lasst 

Erne wahrhaft allgememe Duldung wird am sicbersten erreicbt, 
wenn man das Besondere der emzelnen Menscben und Volkerscbaften 
auf sicb beruben lasst, bey der Ueberzeugung jedocb fe&tbalt, dass das 
wabrbaft Veydienstliehe sicb dadurch auszeichnet dass es ,fier ganzen 
Menscbbeit augebort Zu emer solcben Yermittlung und weebsel- 
eeitigen Anerkennung tragen die Deutscben seit langer Zeit scbon bey 



LETTER FROM GOETHE 


419 


He who knows and studies Geiman finds himself m the 
maiket wheie the wares of all countnes are offered for 
sale, while he emiches himself, he is officiating as m- 
terpietei 

A tianslatoi theiefore should be regaided as a tradei m 
tins great spiritual commeice, and as one who makes it 
bis business to advance the exchange of commodities F01 
say what we will of the madequacy of translation, it always 
will be among the weightest and worthiest factors in the 
woild’s affairs 

The Koran says that God has given each people a prophet 
m its own tongue Each tianslatoi is also a prophet to his 
people The effects of Luthei’s translation of the Bible 
have been immeasurable, though cuticism has been at woik 
picking holes in it to the piesent day What is the enor- 
mous business of the Bible Society but to make known the 
Gospel to every nation in its own tongue ? 

But fiom this point we might be led into endless specu- 
lations" Let me conclude, 

Wer die deutsche Sprache verst eht und studirt befindet sieh auf 
dem Markte wo alle Nationen lhre Waaren anbieten Er spielt den 
Dolmetscher mdem er sich selbst bereichert 

Und so 1st jeder Uebersetzer anzusehen, dass er sieh als Vermittlei 
dieses allgemem geistigen Handels beniuht, nnd den Wechseltausch za 
befordern sich zum G-eschafft maeht Denn was man auch von der 
Unzulanglichkeit des Uebersetzens sagen mag, so 1st und bleibt es doch 
ernes der wichtigsten und wurdigsten G-esehaffte in dem allgememen 
Weltwesen 

Der Koran sagt ‘G-otfc hat jedem Volke emen Propheten gegeben 
m seiner eigpen Sprache ’ So 1st 3eder Uebersetzer em Prophet semem 
Yolke Luthers Bibelubersetzung hat die grossten Wirkungen hervor- 
gebraeht, wenn schon die Kritih daran bis auf den heutigen Tag lmmer 
fort bedmgt und makelt Und was 1st denn das gihze ungeheure 
G-eschafft der Bibelgesellschaft als das Evangelium einem jeden Volke 
in seiner eignen Sprache lu verkundigen t 

Hier lassen Sie mich sehliessen, wo man ms (Jnendliche fortfahren 

27—2 
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Oblige me with an eaily leply, than I may know that my 
packet has reached yom hands 
Commend me to yonr excellent wife, for whom I send 
a few tnfles Give me pleasure by acceptmg them m return 
for her chaimmg piesent May your hfe togethei be happy, 
and may many years be yom poition 
I have yet something to add May Mr Carlyle take m 
fnendly pai t what I have said above May he considei it well, 
and throw it into dialogue, as if he and I had been conveismg 
m person together 

I have now to thank him foi the pains which he has taken 
with my own writings, and for the good and affectionate 
tone m which he has been pleased to speak of myself and 
of my history I may thus gratify myself with a belief that 
heieaftei, on more complete acquaintance with my works, 
and after the publication especially of my correspondence 
with Schiller, he will not alter his opinion either of my 
fuend 01 of me, but will find it confiimed by fresh paitieulais 

konnte, und erfreuen Sie mich bald mit emiger Erwiederung, wodurch 
ich Hachricht erhalte, dass gegenwartige Sendung zu Ihnen gekommen 
ist 

Zum Schlnsse lassen Sie micb denn auch Hire liebe G-attm begrussen, 
fur die lcb emige Klemigkeiten, als Erwiederung lbier anmuthigen 
G-abe, heyzulegen mir die Ereude mache Mogo Ihnen em gluckliches 
Zusammenleben viele Jahre bescheert seyn 
Nach allem diesem finde ich mich angeregt Emiges hmzuznfugen 
Moge Herr Carlyle alles obige freundlich aufnehmen und durch anhal 
tends Betrachtung m em G-espiack verwandeln, damit es lhm zuMuthe 
werde als -wenn wir personlich emander gegenuber standen 

Habe ich lhm 3a sogar nock fur die Bemuhung zu danken, die er an 
meme Arbeiten gewendet hat, fur den guten und wohlwollenden Sinn 
mit dem ©r von meiner Personlichkeit und memen Lebeneieignissen zu 
sprechen geneigt war In dieser Ueberzeugung daif ich mich denn 
auch zum vorsms freuen, dass kunftighm, wenn noch mehrere von 
memen Arbeiten lhm bekannt weiden, beso&clers auch wenn memo 
Correspondenz mit Schiller erschemen wird, er weder von diesem 
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Wishing him flora my heaifc all good things and with genuine 
sympathy with him, 

J W Goethe 

Such was Goethe’s letter, which so much and 
so justly delighted Cailyle On a card m a pocket- 
book sent with it was written, c Mr Cailyle will gi\e 
me especial pleasure by some account of his past hie ’ 

On another card weie the lines — 

Augenbhckkch aufzuwaiten 
Schicken Fieunde solche Kaiten , 

Diesmal abei heissts mcht gem, 

Euei Fieund 1st weit und fern — Goethe 

Weimar, 20 Jnli, 1827, 

A Jihird card was m a box with the wrought non 
necklace which was intended for Mrs Carlyle On this 
was written — 

Wnst du m den Spiegel bhcken 
Und vox demen keitem Bhcken 
Dich die emste Zieide schmucken 
Dmke dass mchts bessei schmuckt 
Als wenn man den Freund beginckt — G 

The * books ’ weie ‘ Faust,’ the fiist fhe \olumes of the 

Freunde nocli von mir seme Memang andern, sondern sie vielmehr 
durcb. manehes Besondere nocb mehr bestatigt linden wird 
Das Beste herzlich mmsohend 

Treu theililebmend, 

J W G-oethe 


Weimar, a 20 Jal 1827. 
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latest edition of Goethe’s works, and the last published 
number of tf Kunst und Alteithum ’ There weie two 
medallions, as Carlyle had told his mother — one of them 
of Goethe with an eagle on the reverse , the other of 
himself also, with his father and mother on the leverse 
The whole present, Carlyle said, was most tasteful, and 
to him as precious as any such present could possibly be 

A still more charming, because unintended, compli- 
ment was to follow from the same quarter When the 
purposed removal to Ciaigenputtock came to be talked 
of among Carlyle’s Edinburgh friends, it seemed to 
them f consideiably fantastic and unreasonable/ 

Prospects m Edinburgh (he says) had begun to bnghten 
economically and otherwise , the mam origin of this was our 
acquamtance with the bulliant Jeffrey, a happy accident 
rather than a matter of foiethought on either side My 
poor article on Jean Paul, willingly enough admitted into 
his 4 Eeview,’ excited a consideiable, though questionable, 
sensation m Edmbuigh, as did the next still weightier dis- 
charge of ‘German Liteiatuie,’ m that unexpected vehicle, 
and at all events denoted me as a fit head foi that kmd of 
adventure In London, shoitly aftei, had ansen a ‘ Foreign 
Quarterly Eeview,’ and then in a month or two, on some 
booksellers’ quariel, a 4 Foieign Eeview,’ on both of which J 
was employed, corn ted, &c , till then biabble healed itself 
This and the like of this formed our puncipal finance fund 
during all the Craigenputtock time For nothing had 
shaken our deteimmation to the new home Yeiy well, 
very well, I said to all this It will go much furthei there 
mstead of straitened as here 

The article on German literature reached Weimar 
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It was of course anonymous Groethe* read it, and, 
curious to know the authorship of such an unexpected 
appearance, wrote to Carlyle for mfoimation c Can you 
tell me/ he said, ‘who has written the paper on the 
state of G-erman liteiatuie m the “ Edmbuigh Review ” ? 
It is belie\ed here to be by Mr Lockhart, Sir Walter 
Scott’s stepson They are both serious, well-disposed 
men, and equally desemng of honour 5 1 Groethe could 
not be suspected of insincere politeness, and every 
sentence of the previous letter was a genuine expression 
of true feeling , but this indirect praise was so cleaily 
undesigned, that it was doubly encoui aging 

Carlyle was still determined on Craigenputtock, but 
various causes continued to detain him m Edinburgh 
The acquaintance with Jeffrey ripened into a waim 
intimacy Jeffrey was a frequent visitor m Comely 
Bank, the Carlyles were as often his guests at Craig- 
erook They met interesting peisons there, whose 
society was pleasant and valuable Jeffiey was himself 
influential m the great world of politics, and hopes 
revived — nevei, peihaps, veiy ardently m Carlyle him- 
self, but distinctly m his wife and among his friends — 
that he would be rescued by some fitting appointment 
from banishment to the Dumfriesshire moors Carlyle 
was now famous m a limited circle, and might reason- 
ably be selected for a piofessoiship or some similar 

1 1 am sorry that of this letter from Groethe only this single passage 
is preserved Indeed, as I have already said, the originals of all 
Groethe’s letters to Carl} le have disappeared, and there remain only 
the copies of some of them which he sent to his brother Note 2nd 
Edition — The letters of G-oethe have been since fonpd and have been 
edited bv Professor Nfrton The full text of this letter is given by 
Mr Norton Correspondence between Goethe and Carlyle , p 40, &e 
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situation, while other possibilities opened on vanous 
sides to which it was at least his duty to attend Mean- 
while demands came m thick for fiesh articles Jeffrey 
wanted one on Tasso , the Foreign Quarterly J wanted 
anything that he pleased to send, with liberal offers of 
pay He could not affoid at such a moment to be out 
of the reach of libraries, and theiefore foi the piesent 
he left his brother alone m the mooiland home 

In the summer he and his wife had run down for a 
shoit holiday to Scotsbug, giving a few brief days to 
Templand, and a glance at Craigenputtock By August 
they were again settled m Comely Bank The Carlyles, 
as he said long befoie, were a clannish set, and clung 
tenaciously together The partings after ever so brief 
a visit were always sorrowful 

To Mis Carlyle , Scotshig 

21 Comely Bank August 11 

My dear Motkei, — It was pity that we were all so wae 
that day we went off , but one cannot well help it This life 
is but a senes of meetings and partings, and many a tear 
one might shed, while these 4 few and evil days ’ pass over 
us But we hope there is anothei scene to which tins is but 
the passage, where good and holy affections shall live as m 
their home, and for true friends there shall be no more 
partings appointed God grant we may all have our lot 
made sure m that earnest and enduring country , for suiely 
this world, the more one thinks of it, seems the more 
fluctuating, hollow, and unstable What aie its proudest 
hopes but bubbles on the stream of time, which the nest 
rushing wave will scatter into air ? TJpu have heard of 
Canning’s death — the Prime Minister of Britain, the skilful 
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statesman on whom all eyes in England and Em ope were 
expectmgly fixed 

What is life ? a thawing ice hoard 
On a sea with sunny shoie , 

(3-ay we sail, it melts beneath us , 

We are sunk and seen no more 

But I must leave these moralities, m which, perhaps, I am 
too apt to indulge Before this time Mary will be with you 
and have reported progress up to Monday last, the day when 
I left Ciaigenputtock She will have told you how Jane and 
I were overtaken by lam at Dumfries, and how we spent the 
night with the hospital man m Academy Street, and how 
his daft maid came bouncing into the room aftei we were m 
bed, to the astonishment of Goody, altogether unaccustomed 
to such familiarity F01 the rest, hovever, we did as well 
as might be, and the order of ‘ Mary Stuait’s ’ apartment 
was considerably admired On Monday evening, aftei 
parting with the Doctor, I cantered along without adventure 
to Templand , was met two bow-shots from the house by a 
young wife well known to me and glad to get me back, and 
next morning by ten o’clock both she and I were safely 
mounted on the roof of the Edinburgh coach, where, the day 
being fine, we contmued comfortably enough seated, till 
about half -past eight the natural progiess of the vehicle 
landed us safe and sound in oui own neighbourhood The 
h6use was standing quiet and almost overgiown with flowers 
Next day everything returned to its old routine, and we were 
sitting m our bright still little cottage as if we had never 
stirred out of it I set to work to turn the garden till my 
mind should settle after its wanderings, but as yet I am not 
half through with it 

Ton must come hitter in winter , that is a settled point 
My father and you may journey together by Hawick, or many 
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ways Alick was even calculating the relative costs and 
profits of coming to Edinburgh himself with a cartload of 
potatoes and othei necessaries In case of his visiting ns, 
you might all then come together But any way you 3 iust 
come It would be a grievous disappointment if I could not 
have the pleasure of showing you this city and its wonders, 
and if we missed this opportunity there is no saying when 
another might occur So settle it with yourself that you 
are to come, and in the meantime consider when you can 
do it best, and we will study to conform 
I went on Satuiday to see Jeffrey, but found him fiom 
home for a week So soon as I have got Goethe a lettei 
written, and vanous other little odd things tiansacted, I 
design sitting down to my large article foi his ‘ Review , ' 
after which I shall be ready for th & poor booty which, alas ! 
has been dreadfully overlooked of late It is a pity one had 
not twenty minds and hands , double pity one did not 
faithfully employ the mind and hands one has , but I will 
turn a new leaf shortly, for idle I cannot and must not be 
The sweat of the brow is not a curse but the wholesomest 
blessing m life Remember me m warmest affection to 
everyone at Scotsbng I would give a shilling foi a long 
letter Surely you may club one up amongst you 
I am ever, my dear mother’s son, 

T Caelyle 

With reputation growing, and economics less unsatis- 
factory, Carlyle’s spirits were evidently rising We 
hear no more of pam and sickness and bilious lamenta- 
tions, and he looked about him m hope and comfort 
The London University was getting itself established, 
offering opportunities for Nonconformist genius* such as 


1 Not yet consciously abandoned, but never again taken up 
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England liad never before provided Professors were 
wanted there m various departments of knowledge 
He was advised to offer himself to be one of them* and 
he wrote to Irving to inquire, with no particular result — 

To John Carlyle 

Comely Bank September 5 

I had a lettei from Edwaid living the other day about 
the ^Ssthefcical Professorship m the London University 1 In 
a strange, austeie, puritanical, yet on the whole honest and 
friendly looking style, he advises me to pioceed and make 
the attempt 4 The Lord,’ he says, blesses him , his Church 
rejoices m 4 the Lord , ’ in fact, the Loid and he seem to be 
quite hand and glove He looks unhappy, for his tone 
sounds hollow, like some voice from a sepulchral aisle , yet 
I do honestly believe there is much woith among his fadings, 
much piecious truth among all this cant I must even regret 
that he goes into those matters with so very disunited a 
heart , but theie wheie he stands, I wish I and every one of 
us were half as good men As to this 4 piojection,’ as he 
calls it, I have not yet taken any steps, being mdeed too 
busy foi doing anything I was to wiite to him again, but 
have not I wait for counsel from Jeffrey, whom I have not 
since seen 

In appointments to the London University, the 
great Biougham, not yet Chancellor or peer, but mem- 
ber for Yorkshire, and greatest orator in the House of 
Commons, was likely to be omnipotent Je&iey, it was 
equally probable, would carry weight with Brougham , 
and Jeffrey, when Carlyle consulted him, expressed the 

1 It was not yet decked what the chair was to be— Rhetoric, 
Taste, Moral Philosophy, English Literature, or what 
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utmost personal willingness to be of use to Carlyle 
But bis reply illustrates wbat Goethe had just obseived 
about Schiller, that genius raiely finds recognition fiom 
contempoianes as long as it can possibly be withheld 
At all times, Jeffrey said, he would be willing to recom- 
mend Cailyle as a man of genius and learning, he did 
not conceal, however, that difficulties would lie m the 
way of his success m this especial enterpuse Carlyle, 
he said, was a sectary m taste and literature, and was 
inspired with the zeal by which sectaries were dis- 
tinguished, nay, was inclined to magnify the special 
doctimes of his sect, and rather to aggiavate than 
reconcile the diffeiences which divided them from 
others He confessed, therefore, that he doubted 
whether the patrons either would or ought to appoint 
such a person to such a chaige The sincerity and 
fiankness of Carlyle’s chaiacter increased the objection , 
the more honest he was the moie peiemptonly he 
would insist on the ai tides of his philosophic cieed — a 
creed which no one of the patrons adopted, and most of 
them regarded as damnable heresy It was theiefoie 
but too likely that this would prove an insuperable 
obstacle In all other respects Jeffrey considered 
Carlyle fully qualified, and likely, if appointed, to do 
great credit to the establishment But he was afraid 
that Carlyle would not wish to disguise those smgulan- 
ties of opinion from which he foresaw the obstructions 
to his success , and as a further difficulty he added that 
the chair at which Carlyle was aiming had long been 
designed fo £ Thomas Campbell, and would probably be 
given to him 

Jeffrey invited Carlyle and his wife to dinner, how- 
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ever, to talk the chances over Carlyle assrned Jeffrey 
c that theie was no sectarianism 01 heresy m the mattei 
He was moie open to light,’ he said, f than otheis of 
his craft, and he was satisfied for himself that the 
patrons of the University would do excellently well to 
make him professor 5 * Jeffrey, 5 Mrs Carlyle thought, 
c was m his heait of the same opinion 5 She was hei- 
self uncertain whether she wished her husband to suc- 
ceed or not , but London would at all events be an 
escape from Ciaigenputtock Reflection had not tended 
to make the moor more palatable to her Her little 
sister-in-law Jean had just been sent out thither to 
keep her bi other company 

c Pool Jean T 5 Mrs Cailyle wrote about this c She is 
seeing the world all on a sudden What will the 
creature make of herself at Craigenputtock ? I hope 
they took hei gaiteis from her, and everything m the 
shape ^of hemp or steel 5 

Jeffrey did what he could, perhaps not with very 
great ardour, but with vigour enough to save him fiom 
the charge of neglecting his friend He went on a 
visit to Brougham m the autumn He mentioned 
Cailyle, and m high terms of praise He c found 
Brougham, however, smgulaily shy on the subject, and 
though the subject was mtioduced half a dozen times 
dunng Jeffiey’s stay, Biougham was careful to evade 
it, m a way that show ed that he did not wish to be 
piessed f6r an answer even by an intimate fuend 5 

‘I may add m confidence,’ Jefhey said, ‘that he 
made veiy light of Irving’s recommendation, and it was 
not likely to be of jnueh weight with any of the other 
directors either.’ 
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Notwithstanding these discouragements, Carlyle 
silently nourished some hope of success 

I believe (he wrote to his bi other m October) that no 
appointment to the London chair will take place foi a con- 
siderable time, and m the meanwhile Brougham will keep his 
eye on me, and if he finds that I prosper may apply to me , 
if not, will leave me standing At all events the thing is 
right I am before these people m some shape, perhaps as 
near my real one as I could expect , and if they want no- 
thing with me, ‘ the Devil b’ m me,’ as daft Wull said, if I 
want anything with them either I am still as undeteimmed 
as ever whether their acceptance of me would be for my 
good or not 

He came to know Brougham better m after years 
There was probably no person m England less likely 
to recognise Carlyle’s qualities, and the more dis- 
tinguished Carlyle became, the more Brougham was 
sure to have congratulated himself on having kept his 
new University clear of such an influence It must be 
admitted that the c disesteem 9 was equally marked on 
both sides 

Carlyle meanwhile did not rest on the vain imagina- 
tion of help from others He worked with all his 
might on the new line which had been opened to him, 
and here I have to mention one of those peculiaily 
honourable characteristics which meet us suddenly at 
all turns of his career He had paid his *brother’s 
expenses at the University out of his salary as the 
Bullers 5 tutor He was now poor himself with increased 
demands upon him, but the first use which he made of 
his slightly improved finances was to send John Carlyle 
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to complete his education m the medical schools m 
Germany He estimated John’s talents with a brother’s 
affection, and he was lesolved to give him the best 
chances of distinguishing himself The cost was greater 
than he had calculated on, but he was not discouiaged 

To John Carlyle 

Comely Bank November 29, 1827 

Do not, good brother, let thy heait be cast down for the 
Mammon of this world A few moie hard sovereigns we are 
yet, thank Heaven, in a condition to furnish Wnte foi 
what is necessaiy and it will be sent Above all do not 
neglect dissection and suigeiy for the sake of any poor thrift 
theie might be m the omission of it Go on and piosper 
Learn all and eveiy thing that is to be learned , and if you 
come home to us a good well-appointed man and physician, 
we will not think the money ill-bestowed 

ThS remainder of the same letter carries on the 
picture of daily life at Comely Bank 

The ‘ Edinburgh Beview ’ is out some time ago, and the 
4 State of Geiman Liteiatuie ’ has been leceived with consider- 
able surpiise and approbation by the Universe Thus, foi 
instance, De Qumcey piaises it m his 4 Saturday Post ’ Sir 
William Hamilton tells me it is 4 cap-tal,’ and Wilson mfoims 
John Goidon that it 4 has done me a deil 0’ good’ De 
Qumcey was here last Wednesday and sate till midnight 
He is one of the smallest men you ever in your life beheld , 
but with a most gentle and sensible face, only that the teeth 
aie destioyed by opium, and the little bit of an under lip 
projects like a shelf He speaks with a slow, Jad, and soft 
voice in the politest* manner I have almost ever witnessed, 
&nd with gieat giacefulness and sense, were it not that he 
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seems decidedly given to pi osing Pool little fellow ! ft might 
soften a veiy haid heait to see him so couiteons, yet so weak 
and pool , letuing home with his two childien to a miserable 
lodging-house, and wilting all day foi the king of donkeys, 
the proprietoi of the ‘Satuiday Post’ I lent him Jean 
Paul’s autobiogiaphy, which I got lately from Hambuigh, and 
advised him to tianslate it foi Blackwood, that so he might 
raise a few pounds, and fence off the Genius of Hunger yet 
a little while Pool httle De Quincey ' He is an innocent 
man, and, as you said, extiemely washable away 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

AD 1827 MT 32 

While Carlyle was taking care of his brother, an active 
interest was rising m Edinburgh about himself Scotch 
people were beginning to see that a remarkable man 
had appeared among them, and that they ought not to 
let him slip through their hands A new opening pre- 
sented itself which he thus describes to his father 

To Hr. James Carlyle , Scotsbmg 

Comely Bank December 22 

The^e has been a fiesh enteipuse started foi me, no less 
than the attempt to be successoi to Dr Chalmeis m the St 
Andiew’s Univeisity He, Cnalmeis, is at piesent Piofcssoi 
of Moral Philosophy theie, but is just lemoving to Edinburgh 
to be Piofessoi of Divinity, and I have been consultmg with 
my fuends whether it would be piudent m me to offei 
myself as a candidate foi the vacant office They all seem 
to think smceiely that if the election pioceeded on fair 
principles I might have a chance of rathei a good soit , but 
this proviso is only a doubtful one, the custom having long 
been to decide such things by veiy w/rfan pnnciples As 
yet nothmg is deteimined , but my pations aie making 
inquiry to see how the land hes , and some time next week 
we shall know what to do Most pait aie inclined to think 
I ought to tiy 

Among those who encouraged Carlyle m this 
vol i 28 
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ambition, and lent active help, Jeffrey was now the 
first, and, besides general recommendations, wrote 
most strongly in his favour to Dr Nicol, the Principal 
of the University Equal testimonials, viewed by the 
intrinsic quality of the givers, to those which were 
collected or spontaneously offered on this occasion, were 
perhaps never presented by any candidate for a Scotch 
piofessorship Goethe himself wrote one, which m 
these times might have carried the day , but Goethe 
was then only known in Scotland as a German dreamer 
Carlyle, though again personally pretending indiffer- 
ence, exerted himself to the utmost, and was, perhaps, 
more anxious than he was aware of being 

To Mrs Carlyle , Scotsbng 


Comely Bank January, 1828 

I am as diligent as possible stoimmg the battlements of 
St Andiew’s University for the piofessoiship foi which I 
have actually eight days ago declared myself formally a can- 
didate ! This was after all due investigation, conducted by 
Jeffrey and others, fiom which, if I could galhei no fixed 
hope of my succeeding, it seemed at least that tneie was no 
fixed determination against me , that I might tiy without 
censure — nay, in my circumstances, ought to try I accord- 
ingly wrote off to St Andiews, and next day to all the foui 
winds, m quest of recommendations — to Goethe, to Irving, 
to Buller, to Brewster, &c These same lecommendations 
are now beginning to come m upon me I had one from 
Brewster two days ago (with the offei of fuither help), and 
this morning came a decent testificatoiy letter fronv Buller, 
and a most majestic certificate in three pages from Edwaid 
Irving The good oratoi speaks as fiom the heart, and truly 
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says, as he has ever done, that he thinks me a most; worthy 
man — not forgetting to mention among my other advantages 
the ‘piayers of leligious parents,’ a blessing which, if I 
speak less of it, I hope I do not feel less than he On the 
whole it is a splendid affair this of his , and being tempered 
by the recommendation of John Leslie , 1 * may do me much 
good Before the end of nest week I expect to have all my 
testimonials sent off , and there the mattei may foi a long 
time lest, the penod of election being still unfixed Of 
my hopes and calculations as to success I can say nothing, 
being myself able to torm no judgment I am taught to 
believe that if ment gam it, I shall gam , which is a proud 
belief and ought to lender failuie a mattei of compaiative 
indifference to me , moie especially as, like the weather m 
Cowthwaites’ calculations, I can do 4 owthei way ’ I often 
care not sixpence whether I get it or no , but we shall see 
If it is laid out foi me it will come 9 if not, not 

Jeffrey had been alert making inquiries. The 
nomination he had found to rest m substance with 
the Principal, Dr Nicol, an active, jobbing, popular 
man, who had placed most of the piesent professors 
and conferred obligations on all, and who, through his 
influence m earlier days with Lord Melville, had ac- 
quired an absolute ascendency m the St Andrew’s 
Senate Nicol seemed, the rest of the votes might 
be counted on, without Nicol they could not The 
Principal was desenbed by Jeffrey as good-natured, 
sensible, and worldly, not without some sense of the 
propriety of attracting men of talent and reputation 
into the Umveisity staff , but cautious “and prudent. 


1 Sir John Leslie, Professor.of Mathematics in Edinburgh, who had 

been Carlyle’s teacher 
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possessing neither genius nor learning, and without 
reverence for them In Church matters Nicol was 
moderate, with distrust and contempt for every kind 
of enthusiasm It was not unlikely, therefore, that he 
had already cast his eyes on some decent, manageable, 
and judicious priest for the office With such a man 
testimonials from Irving would be rather injurious than 
useful Men of rank would weigh most, and next to 
them men of repute for learning 

There is a certain humour m the claims of Thomas 
Carlyle, supported by the most famous man of letters 
in Europe, being submitted to be tried m the scales 
by such a person as this But so it was, and is, and 
perhaps must be, m constitutional eountnes, where 
high office may fall on the worthy, but rarely or never 
on the most worthy It is difficult everywhere for the 
highest order of merit to find recognition Under a 
system of popular election it is almost impossible 

My testimonials (Cailyle wrote to Ins brother John ) 1 are 
in such terms that if I cannot cany the place I think it 
may seem vam to attempt to cany any such place by means 
of testimonials to merit alone The deal little Duke 2 — 
Jane says she could kiss him— has written me a paper which 
might of itself bring me any piofessoiship m the island 
Imng also spends five heioical pages on my ments, and 
Wilson says there is no man known to him fitter for the 
office , so what moie can I do but let the matter take its 
course and await the issue 6 with indescribable composure 1 
The truth is, I hardly care which way it go A man,, if you 

1,1828 

* Dirice of Craigcrook, the name by which Jeffrey went. 
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give him meat and clothes, is, or ought to* be, sufficient for 
himself m this woild , and his cultuie is but beginning if 
he think that any outwaid influence of person or thing can 
either make him 01 mar him If I do not go thither (which, 

aftei all, is veiy likely , for , an old stagei, talks of 

applying), why then I shall not go, and they will not get 
me , and the sun will use and set, and the grass will glow, 
and I shall have eyes to see and ears to hcai notwithstanding 
Do all that you can m honesty, and reckon the lesult indu- 
bitable , foi the inward result will not fail if lightly 
endeavouied and foi the outward , ‘non flocci facias,’ do 
not value it a rush 

After a few weeks the suspense was over Carlyle 
was not appointed, someone else w?s , and someone 
else’s church was made over to another someone else 
whom it was desnable to oblige , s and so the whole 
matter was rounded off m the neatest manner possible ’ 
Such at least was Carlyle’s account of what he under- 
stood to be the anangement Perhaps the someone 
else’ was a fitter peison after all Education m 
countnes so jealous of novelty as Cheat But am is, 01 
at least was sixty years ago, follows natmally upon lines 
traced out by custom, and the conduct of it falls as a 
matter of course to peisons who have nevei deviated 
from those lines New truths aie the nutument of the 
world’s piogiess Men of genius discover them, insist 
upon them, piove them m the face of opposition, and 
if the genius is not merely a phosphoiescent glitter, 
but an abiding light, then teaching enters m time lfito 
the Univeisity curriculum But out of new ideas time 
alone* can distinguish the sound and veal from the 
illusive and imaginary, and it was enough that 
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Carlyle was destrxbed as a man of original and -extra- 
ordinary gifts to make college patrons shrink from 
contact with him 

Cailyle himself dimly felt that St Andrew’s might 
not be the best place foi him It seemed hard to 
refuse promotion to a man because he was too good for 
it, and no doubt he would have been pleased to be 
appointed But for the work which Carlyle had to do 
a position of intellectual independence was indispens- 
able, and his apprenticeship to poverty and haidship 
had to be prolonged still fuither to harden his nerves 
and perhaps to test his sincerity The loss of this 
professorship may be regretted for Mrs, Carlyle’s sake, 
who did not need the trials which lay before her. 
Carlyle himself m a University chair would have been 
famous m his day, and have risen to wealth and conse- 
quence, but he might not have been the Canyle who 
has conquered a place for himself among the im- 
mortals 

So ended the only fair piospect which ever was 
opened to him of entei mg any of the beaten roads of 
life, and fate having thus decided m spite of the 
loud remonstiance of all fi lends, of Jeffrey especially, 
Carlyle became once moie bent on removing to 
Craigenputtock 

The ceitificate of the angel Gabriel (he said) would not 
have availed me a pin’s woith The Devil may caie , I can 
still hve independent of all peisons whatever At the 
Craig, if we stick together as we have done, we may fanly 
bid defiance to the constable Praised be heaven ! for of all 
curses that of being baited for debt, or gven frightened of 
falling into it, is surely the bitterest. 



VISIT FROM HIS MOTHER 


439 


The? repairs m the old house were hastened forward, 
that it might be ready for them m the spring 
The domestic scene m Comely Bank had been mean- 
time brightened by the long-talked-of event of the 
visit of old Mrs Carlyle to Edmbmgh In all her long 
life she had never yet been beyond Annandale, had 
nevei seen the interior of any better residence than a 
Scottish farmhouse To the infinite heaven spread 
above the nairow cncle of her horizon she had peihaps 
risen as near on wings of piayer and piety as any human 
being who was upon the earth beside her , but of the 
eaith itself, of her own Scotland, she knew no more 
than could be descried fiom Burnswark Hill She 
was to spend Chustmas week at Comely Bank. She 
arrived at the beginning of December 

To James Carlyle , Scotsbmg 

Comely Bank December 22, 1827 
My dear Fathei, — My mofchei will not let me jest any 
longci till I mite to yon , she says it was promised that a 
lettei should go off the very night Jean and she ai lived , 
and nevertheless it is a melancholy fact that above two weeks 
have elapsed since that event, and no bcttei tidings been 
sent you than a word oi two m the blank line of the ‘ Connei 5 
I would have written sooner had I been m light case, oi 
indeed had theie been anything moie to communicate than 
what so buef an announcement might convey as well as a 
much laigei one 

The two wayfaieis did not find me waiting for them 
at the coach that Wednesday evening Unhappily it was 
quite'out of my power to keep that oi any* other appoint- 
ment I had been seizejl about a week before with a most 
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virulent sore-thfoat, Which detained me close prisoned m the 
house All that I could do m these cueumstances was 
to send out a tiusty substitute, a Mi Gordon, who kindly 
undeitook the office But he, mistakmg one coach foi 
anothei, went and waited at the wrong inn , so that our 
beloved pilgums were left to then own resouices, and had to 
pilot their way hithei undei the guidance of the poiter who 
earned their box This, howevei, they accomplished without 
difficulty 01 accident, and lejoiced us all by then safe and, m 
pait at least, unexpected amval 
Since then all things have gone on prosperously Jane 
has been busy, and still is so, getting ready suitable appaiel 
of bonnets and f locks My mothei has heaid Andrew 

Thomson m his £ braw knk,’ not much to hei satisfaction, 
since ‘he had to light four candles before ever he could 
strike’ She has also seen old Mrs Hope, the Castle of 
Edmbuigh, the Maitvrs’ G-iaves, John Knox’s house, and 
who knows how many othei wondeis, of which I doubt not 
she will give you a tiue and full descuption when she letanns 
As yet, howevei, the half has not been seen The weathei 
has been so stoimy that ti a veiling out was difficult, and I 
have been in no high condition foi officiating as guide In 
stoimy days she smolces along with me, 01 sews wealing 
lament, 01 leads the wondeiful ai tides of my wilting m the 
{ Edmbuigh Review ’ She has also had a glimpse of Fiancis 
Jeffrey, the gieat cutic and advocate, and a shake of the 
hand fiom a tiue German doctoi 
Neveitheless she is extiemely anxious about getting 
home, and indeed fails no day to tell us se^ eial times that 
she ought to be off ‘ She is doing nothing,’ she says , 
4 and they’ll a’ be in a hubble of woik ’ at home I tell her 
she was nevei„idle for two weeks m her life befoie, and 
ought theiefore to give it a fail tual , that 4 the hubble at 
home’ will all go on lightly enough m hei absence , that, 
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in short, she should not go this year but tne next So I am 
in hopes we shall get hex persuaded to stay where she is till 
after New Year’s Day, which is now only nine or ten days 
distant, and then we will let hei go in peace The two 
Janes and she are all out in the town at present buying 
muslin for sundry necessary articles of diess which we have 
persuaded the mother to undertake the wearing of These 
may keep her, I hope, m some sort of occupation , foi idle, 
I see, she cannot and will not be We will warn you duly 
when to expect her 

I trust you will soon be well enough for a journey hither , 
foi you too, my dear father, must see Edmbuigh before we 
leave it I have thoughts of compelling you to come with 
me when I come down 

I am ever, your affectionate son, 

T Cablyle % 

James Carlyle did not come He was with his son 
once* afterwards at Craigenputtock, but he never saw 
Edinburgh 

My mother (Carlyle wrote to his brother on the 1 st of 
Februaiy) stayed about four weeks, then went home by 
Hawick, pausing a few days there She was in hei usual 
health, wondered much at Edmbuigh, but did not seem to 
relish it excessively I had hei at the pier of Leith and 
showed hei wheie your ship vanished, and she looked ovei 
the blue waters eastward with wettish eyes, and asked the 
dumb waters ‘when he would be back again’ Good 
mother ! but the time of her departuie came on, and she 
left us stupefied by the magnitude of such an enterprise as 
riding^ oven eighty miles m the 4 S11 Walter Scott ’ without 
j ump ing out of the* window, which I told h£r was the pio- 
blem Dear mother I let* us thank God that she is still here 
VOL 1 28 2 
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in the earfch spared for us, and, I hope, to see good I 
would not exchange her for any ten mothers I have ever 
seen Jane (Jean) the less she left behind her, ‘ to improve 
her mmd * The cieature seems to be doing very fairly, and 
is well and contented My Jane, I gneve to say, is yet far 
enough from well, but I hope much from summer weather 
and a smart pony in the south She is not by any means 
an established valetudinarian , yet she seldom has a day of 
true health, and has not gained stiength entirely since you 
left her 

I give a few more extracts from letters written to 
his brother during the remainder of the Comely Bank 
time* 


To John Oarlyle . 

Comely Bank March 7 

Explain to me how I may send you a matter of twenty 
pounds, or such othei sum as you may requne, to biing you 
home to us again I have no want of money for all needful 
purposes at present , and (I thank God foi it) I am able to 
earn more , neither is there any investment for it half so 
good as these in the bank of affection, where perishable 
silver and gold is converted into imperishable lemembrances 
of kind feelings Speak, therefore, plainly and speedily and 
it shall be done 

I am glad to find that you admire Schelhng, and know 
that you do not understand hi m That is right, my deal 
Greatheart Look mto the deeply significant regions of 
Transcendental philosophy (as all philosophy must be) and 
fed that there are wonders and mighty truthsr hidden m 
them , but looi with your clear grey Scottish eyes and shiewd 
Scottish understanding, and refuse to be mystified even by 



ARTICLES IN REVIEWS 


443 


your admiration Meanwhile, Diligence, Truth, Truth, 
Diligence These are oux watchwords, whether we have ten 
talents or only a decimal fraction of one 

I have not a syllable to tell you about the London 
University except that accoidmg to all human piobabihty 
the people neither now nor at any other time will have the 
least to do with me I heard the other day fiom Chailes 
Buller the younger He says that, hearing of my purpose, 
he went to Mill (the British India Phihster), who is one of 
the directors, and spoke with him , but found that my 
German metaphysics were an unspeakable stone of stumbling 
to that gieat thinker, whereby Buller began to perceive that 
my chances had diminished to the neighbourhood of zero 
It appears, however, that I am become a sort of newspapei 
Literatus in London on the strength of these articles (bless 
them), and that certain persons wonder what manner of man 
I am A cntic in the ‘ Courier ’ (appaiently the worst m 
nature from the one sentence that I read of him) says T am 

* the mpremest German scholar in the British Empire ’ 
Das hole der Teufel / However, I am rather amused at the 
naivete with which Crabbe Bobmson talks to me on this 
subject He characterises the papers as a splendid instance 
of literary ratting on the part of the editor, and imputing 
the whole composition to'a Sn* — Hamilton, advocate, says 
it has some eloquence, and though it cuts its own thioat (to 
speak as a figure), will do good 

The ‘Foreign Review’ gave me 47 Z for my trash on 
Werner 1 I have sent them a far better paper on Goethe’s 

* Helena,’ 2 for which I shall not get so much I have en- 
gaged to send m a long paper on Goethe’s chaiactei, generally, 
this of * Helena ’ being a sort of introduction 

1 Miscellanies, vol i p 101 

'Ibid p 171 



444 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE. 


How matters stand at Craigenputtock I can only guess, 
but am going down to see lam ,in no small uncertainty 
This Edinburgh is gettmg more agreeable to me, more and 
more a sort of home , and I can live in it, if I like to live 
perpetually unhealthy, and stnve for ever against becoming 
a hack , for that I cannot be On the other hand, I should 
have liberty and solitude for aught I like best among the 
moors — only Jane, though like a good wife she says nothing, 
seems evidently gettmg more and more afraid of the whole 
enterprise She is not at all stout in health But I must 
go and look at things with my own eyes, and now as ever 
there is need of mature resolve, and steadfast when mature 

March 12 

Jeffrey and I continue to love one another like a new 
Pylades and Orestes At least, such is often my feeling 
towards him Good httle Duke ! There are few men like 
thee in this world, Epicuiean m creed though thou be, and 
living all thy days among Tuiks in giam 

Wilson I can get httle good of, though we are as great 
as ever Poor Wilson ! It seems as if he shrunk from too 
close a union with anyone His whole being seems hol- 
lowed out, as it were, and false and counteifeit in his own 
eyes So he encncles himself with wild cloudy sportfulness, 
which to me often seems reckless and at bottom full of sharp 
sorrow Oh that a man would not halt between two opinions 
How can anyone love poetry and rizzered haddocks with 
whisky toddy, outwatch the Bear with Peter Robinson, and 
at the same time with William Woidsworth ? For the last 
four weeks he has been veiy unwell, and his fnends aie not 
without appiehension for him He purposes to visit Switzer- 
land m summer and take De Quincey with him I called 
yesterday on De Quincey about two o’$ock and found him 
invisible m bed His landlady, a«dirty, very wicked looking 
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woman, said, if lie lose at all, it was usually about five o’clock 
Unhappy little opium eafcei, and a quickei little fellow, or of 
meeker soul (if he had but lived m Paiadise 01 Lubbeiland) 
is not to be found m these paits 

The intellectual city is at present entei taming itself 
not a little with the Apociypha contioveisy, m which 
Grey the minister and Thomson the mmistei aie ex- 
hibiting the vanous mannei of offence and defence, to 
the edification of all paities mteiested Tiamdated into 
the language of the shambles, wheie then spmt cleaily 
enough originates, these pamphlets of thens mean simply, 
‘Sn, you aie a d — d lascal,’ and 4 No, s±r, you aie a 
d — d lascal 5 Happily I have lead next to nothing of the 
whole, and heaid as little of it as I possibly coidd But 
now some pnvate wag has taken up the task of caiitutuiing 
m pictoiial wise these leveiend peisons , and a ciowd shovmg 
and shouldenng foi a cleai and clcaiei view may be seen at 
all pimtshop windows contemplating the distoitcd figuies 
of then yaivstors depicted as bulldogs and gieyhounds, as 
pieacheis and piizefighteis climbing the steeple like oithodox 
men, or throttling one anobhei hke exasperated fishwomen , 
foi theie aie said to be twelve cancatures 111 the couise of 
publication, and a fresh one conies out every now and then 
What Thomson and Giey say to it I know not For myself 
I should only say m the woids of the old poem — 

May the Lord put an end unto all cruel wars, 

And send peace and contentment unto all British tars 

Eager as Carlyle was to be gone from Edinburgh, 
lie confessed that m his wife’s manner he had detected 
an unwillingness to bury herself m the, moors The 
evident weakness ^of her health alarmed *him, and he 
could scarcely have forgotten the aversion with which 
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she had received his first suggestion of making Craig- 
enputtock their home For himself his mind was 
made up , and usually when Carlyle wished anything 
he was not easily impressed with objections to it 
In this instance, however, he was evidently hesitating 
Ciaigenputtoek, sixteen miles from the nearest town 
and the nearest doctor, cut off from the outer world 
through the winter months by snow and flood, m 
itself gaunt, grim, comfortless, and utterly solitary, 
was not a spot exactly suited to a delicate and daintily 
nurtured woman In the counter scale was hei 
mother, living a few miles below m Nithsdale But 
for this attraction Mrs Carlyle would have declined 
the adventure altogether, as it was she trembled at 
the thought of it 

The house m Comely Bank was held only by the 
year They were called on to determine whether they 
would take it foi another twelve months or not ' Be- 
foie deciding they lesolved to see Craigenputtock to- 
gether once more Little Jean was left m charge at 
Edinburgh, and Carlyle and Mrs Carlyle went down 
to Dumfriesshire * I still remember/ he said m the 
‘Reminiscences/ ‘two grey blusterous March days at 
Craigenputtock with the proof-sheets of Goethe’s 
“ Helena ” m my hand, and Dumfries architects chao- 
tically joined therewith 9 

On a blusterous March day Craigenputtock could 
not look to advantage They left it still irresolute, 
and perhaps inclining to remain among their friends 
But the question had been settled for them in their 
absence , on "returning to Comely £ank they found 
that their landlord, not caring to wait longer till they 
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had made up their minds, had let the house to another 
tenant, and that at all events they would ha\e to leave 
it at Whitsuntide This ended the uncertainty 

We found all well at Comely Bank (Cailyle wrote to his 
mother, when he came back), only the fire a little low, and 
the maid gone out seeking places, so that it was some 
space befoie tea could be laised The wise young stew- 
ardess 1 had sunk consideiably into pecuniary embarrass- 
ments, but in all other points was well and happy, and 
had managed herself throughout with a degiee of piu- 
dence and gumption far beyond her years Indeed both 
Jane and I weie surprised at the acuteness the little crow 
had displayed m all emergencies, and perhaps still more at 
the stiange giowth she had made m mannei and bearing 
dunng our absence, foi she seemed to have enlarged into a 
soit of woman during that penod of self -direction The 
best of oiu news is that we are coming down to the Craig 
tins Whitsunday to take up our abode there This house 
was found to have been let during oiu absence Since we 
had to flit any way, whithei should we flit but to our own 
house on the moor ? We aie commg down then against the 
teim, to neighbour yoa Will you be good neighbours or bad ? 
I cannot say, Mrs Carlyle, but I jealouse you, I jealouse you 
Howevei, we aie to try , for Jane and I weie out this very day, 
buying paper for the two 100 ms, which is already on its way to 
Dumfries , and the painters we trust aie busy, and Alick and 
Uncle J ohn doing great things, that the mansion house may be 
swept and smooth by the 26th of May, when we will visit it 
with bag and baggage, we hope as a permanent home 

I anticipate with confidence (he wiote at the same time 
to his brother) a friendly and rather comfortableirnangement 


1 Jearv his sister 
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at the Oiaig, m which, not m idleness, yet in peace and 
moie self-selected occupations, I may find moie health, and, 
what I leckon weightier, more scope to impiove and woibhfiy 
employ myself, which either here or theie I reckon to be the 
gieat end of existence and the only happiness 

So ended the life at 21 Comely Bank — the first 
married home of the Carlyles , which began ommonsly, 
as a vessel rolls when fiist launched, thieatenmg an 
overturn, and closed with improved health and spirits 
on Carlyle’s part, and prospects which, if not brilliant, 
were encouraging and improving He had been fairly 
introduced into the higher walks of his profession, 
and was noticed and talked about Besides the two 
aiticles on Jean Paul and on Geiman literature, he 
had written the paper on Werner, the essay on Goethe’s 
c Helena,’ and the moie elaboiate and remaikable essay 
on Goethe himself, which now stand among the c Mis- 
cellanies ’ 1 Goethe peisonally lemamed kind and 
attentive He had studied Carlyle’s intellectual tem- 
pei ament, and had used an expiession about him in 
the St Andrews testimonial which showed how clear 
an insight he had gained into the chaiacter of it 
Cailyle was lestmg, he said, on an original foundation, 
and was so happily constituted that he could de\elop 
out of himself the requirements of what was good and 
beautiful 2 — out of himself, not out of contact with 
others. The work could be done, therefore, as well, 

^ol i p 233 

2 1 Wodurch an den Tag gelegt wird, dass er auf emem ongmalen 
Grnnd beruhe, 'und die Erfordeimsse des Ghiten und Scheme^ aus sich 
selbst zu entwidkeln das Veignugen habe * JLote 2nd Edition — Testi- 
monial given in full by Norton, p 71 
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or perhaps better, m solitude Along with the testi- 
monial had come a fresh set of piesents, with more 
cards and verses and books, and with a remembrance 
of himself which Carlyle was to deliver to Sn Walter 
Scott It was a pioud tribute, and proud he was to 
report of it to Scotsbng 

I must tell you (he wrote) of the arrival of Goethe’s box, 
with such a catalogue of lanties as would astonish you 
There was a biacelet and gold bieast-pm (with the poet’s 
bust on a giound of steel), besides two gilt books for Jane, 
and for the husband I know not how many veises and cards 
and beautiful volumes, the whole wiapped m about half a 
qune of Geiman newspapeis Sn Waltei Scott’s medals are 
not yet dekveied, the baionet bemg at picsent m London , 
but I have wiitten to him announcing what lies heie for his 
acceptance, and in some week 01 two I cannot but expect 
that I shall speak with the gieat man and, having delivered 
my commission, wish him good morning To Goethe I have 
aheady wiitten to thank him foi such kindness 

This was the last of Comely Bank A few days later 
the Carlyles weie gone to the Dumfuesshne moorland 
wheie for seven yeais was now to be then dwelling- 
place Cailyle never spoke to Scott, as he hoped to do , 
por did Sn Walter even acknowledge his letter It 
seems that the medals and the lettei to Scott from 
Goethe were entrusted to Wilson, by whom, or by 
Jeffrey, they weie deliveied to Scott on the arrival of 
the latter soon after m Edinburgh Cadyle’s letter, of 
which Wilson had also taken chaige, was peihaps for- 
gotten* by him 
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